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PREFACE. 



On looking over the title page of my book, the 
reader has probably fallen into more than one mistake. 
Seeing Paradise Regained at the heading, he has 
perhaps said — what demand for a new edition of a 
poem of Milton, which the concurrent opinion of the 
best critics has pronounced an inferior production ! 
Reading further, he discovers his mistake. This then 
is not Milton's — a new work ! The man has never 
heard that there was such a person as John Milton, 
or that he wrote a work of the same title ; or if he has 
heard those things, he must be a fool, to take such a 
title, as will necessarily remind every reader of a 
poem, which however, comparatively, of an inferior 
grade, was still the production of Milton ! Now, 
strange as it may seem, the reader has been equally 
mistaken in the latter conclusions, as in the first one. 
I am perfectly aware of the existence of Milton — I 
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know that he wrote a poem entitled Paradise Re- 
gained, though I have never read it — I am quite con- 
scious, that my identity of title will, necessarily, re- 
mind the reader of his work, and put the whole weight 
of his justly high character, in contrast with my hum- 
ble pretensions — and, paradoxical as it may appear, I 
have selected the subject, and taken the title, precisely, 
because it must lead to such results. What then — 
do you think that Milton can ever be equalled ? Why 
should I not think so I Who made Milton? Can He 
that made him, not also make others ? Where has the 
Creator registered an engagement against himself, that 
he will not hereafter create, as he has already created ; 
or that on the past all his powers have been expended ? 
Away then with the absurd and, in its results, impious 
assumption, that any man, in past times, can never 
find his equals or superiors in succeeding generations! 
<< The thing that hath been, it is that which shall be, 
and that which is done, is that which shall be done :" 
" The Lord's hand is not shortened." So then, you have 
the vanity to say you equal Milton I I say no such thing; 
I simply say, the thing is possible, and that I have made 
the attempt, I have led, it may be, ** The forlorn hope" — 
success may be difficult, may be improbable, but it is 
not impossible. The service may be one, whose danger 
and extreme difficulty may entitle it to be called for- 
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lorn— there is, however, a word to be added, which 
pronounces it, still, practicable — if it be forlorn, it is 
yet a hope^it is a hope— though a " forlorn hope. 
Men have also before now led " The forlorn hope, 
and led it successfully. But were the objections which 
I have touched on, founded on good sense, Milton 
himself should never have sat down to have written 
the Paradise Lost : and why ? Homer had written — 
Virgil had written — Tasso had pre-occupied the 
ground — could he have the vanity, the presumption to 
think, that he, a comparatively untried writer, could 
rival those giants of literature ? He had however that 
vanity — he had that presumption — the consciousness 
of the power with which he was endued, told him the 
thing could be done — and done it was — and done by 
him. The principle I combat, then, would, if acted 
on, have deprived the world of the Paradise Lost— ^ 
that principle, if acted on hereafter, must close up, in 
many departments, the book of literature even to the 
time of the end. 

A word now with regard to an opinion very gene- 
rally put forward — that sacred subjects are too sub- 
lime to be trifled with by poetry. Is it true, however, 
that the book of Psalms is, in the original, of a strictly 
poetical form ? . Is poetry of the highest character to 
be found in the inspired writings of Isaiah ? Are the 
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sublimities of the Apocalypse set before us in the lan- 
guage and style of poetry expressly ? Is it a fact — 
that when the finest specimens of the higher orders of 
poetical composition are required, it is from the 
Bible we make the extracts? Has the gracious Being, 
who is the Author of all our endowments, thus sanc- 
tified poetry to the service of the tabernacle — and 
who then shall presume to say, that poesy is guilty of 
sacrilege when she lays her hand on the Ark ? No — 
poetry is on her own ground, she is in her own place, 
when she is laying her aspirations at the feet of her 
God and Father. Shall the most ethereal fire our 
earth witnesses, alone point downwards ? Will you tie 
down the twin though younger sister of inspiration, to 
mere earth and sense? No — she is born to spread 
her wing in the fields of ether, and then is she in her 
noblest, most dignified place — also in her most happy 
place — for then she is in her own place. We will ad- 
mire eloquence in a faithful preacher, and praise the 
Author and Sanctifier of the gift — and what, in fact, is 
the eloquence we admire, but the spirit of poetry 
breathing through the humbler form of prose? But 
it may be said — if the Bible has its poetical books, 
they have been the dictates of inspiration — ^let poetry of 
a religious cast, be inspired in the scriptural sense, and 
of course there could be no objection to it : till then, 
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we must renounce the suitableness and propriety of the 
vehicle. If this position be sound, then away with 
prose also, unless inspired — divine things are too 
sublime for uninspired prose to desecrate I true^ — 
Apostles used that medium to glorify their Master ; 
but then they were inspired — let us have no religious 
prose, unless inspired I But, in fact, whatever charac- 
ter of language, the Deity has been pleased to use in 
conveying instruction to us, and has thus pronounced 
to be not unsuitable to the circumstances of the case, 
that character has the stamp of heaven for its currency: 
and let no man presume to be wise " above that which 
is written," or darken "counsel by words without 
knowledge." 

The poems contained in this volume, with the ex- 
ception of the last twenty-two pages of Paradise Re- 
gained, which were written in 1820, and four or five 
of the Minor Poems, which in general bear the sub- 
sequent date, were composed sixteen years since ; be- 
fore I was in orders, or old enough to be admitted. 
Paradise Regained, though first in the series, was the 
latest composition, with the exception of those men- 
tioned. My reasons for selecting the subject were 
these — as a poet I desired to be all or none^Milton 
stood at the head of English poetry — he was said to 
have failed in the Paradise Regained — I had never 



Xll PREFACE. 

read his work, nor have to this day — ^the subject 
suited my taste ; was of the kind which alone, by its 
magnitude and dignity, filled the cravings of my mind — 
in consequence of having been already treated by 
Milton, met my views of emulation, as a poet — having 
been unsuccessfully treated by him, (a result, in my 
opinion, the necessary consequence of its requiring 
a sameness of machinery, more or less, with that in 
which he had been previously triumphant) the field was 
open for the erection of a building, to harmonize with 
his, and perfect the general effect, without detracting 
from the Paradise Lost — I also considered and do 
consider the subject, as affording the amplest materials 
for poetry of the highest order. 

I pass on to the second section of this volume — I 
shall probably incur censure, as a clergyman, for pub- 
lishing poems in which the passion of love is so fre- 
quently the theme. I might mention, which is the fact, 
that those poems were almost exclusively written be- 
fore I was in orders, and, with the exception of 
five, were all addressed to the quarter where, hap- 
pily, long since, feeling and duty have become 
identified ; but on those points I rest not. I ask 
then, is there any unhallowed feeling encouraged 
and approved of in them ? — No — I was not ashamed 
to write them^*-I am not ashamed to publish them« 
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Let us not act, virtually, oh Romish principles, by sup- 
posing that the absence of natural feelings is a neces- 
sary ingredient of sanctity, or heightens its character-— 
such a sanctity may be the sanctity of Rome — it is not 
the sanctity of the Gospel. To those who object, that 
such productions might come very fairly from a lay- 
man, but are out of place in a clergyman, I reply-— 
that the distinction attempted to be drawn, between the 
moral duties of a layman and a clergyman, exists but in 
their own fancies — it has no place in the Bible. I read 
there, but one rule of conduct for our whole race, be 
their position in society what it may. Whatever is un- 
lawfnl for a clergyman is also unlawful for a layman — 
their duty to God and their neighbour is one and the 
same. 

As to the third section^The poem of The Bard owes 
nothing to Gray, either in object, design, or execution — 
it was written by me as, in great degree, a free sketch — 
as it were, to give boldness of hand, before I sat 
down to my principal picture. It therefore, probably, 
contains defects incident to my object. If I mistake not, 
it, nevertheless, has the ** membra" although, perhaps, 
disjecta, to authorise its admission into the company 
of the others. It is, however, on The Paradise Re- 
gained, the poems of Morning and Evening, and the 
Sonnets, that I rest my humble pretensions ; and by 
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them, if permitted to choose my ground, that I wish 
to be tried. With respect to the Sonnets — I deprecate 
hyper-criticism as to the title. I know they are not 
in the strict form of the Italian sonnet; and 1 have not 
adopted it, because I never saw an English sonnet, 
properly so called, that, in my opinion, did not suffer 
from the form. Those who object to the title, will, 
however, please alter it to whatever they approve of 
more — whether to elegy or lines, &c. — names are unim- 
portant. Shakspeare, nevertheless, has had 154 sonnets 
in the same form, precisely, with the majority of mine 
a.«cribcd to him. 

To return to the poem for which, principally, this 
volume has been given to the public — The last lines of 
Paradise Regained, were composed in 1820, soon after 
1 was ordained. 1 found, at that period, the composition 
of poetry put my mind off the key for pulpit composition ; 
I found pulpit exertions re-act on the other, by unfitting 
my mind for poetical exertions — one or other had to be 
given up — the latter was the one which duty required 
to give way — however dear to me, I therefore made it 
give way — and to the time of preparing this volume 
for press, studiously avoided every thing of the kind, 
even to the perusal of the new poetry of the day. I, 
indeed, hoped and purposed, at some future period, 
when circumstances permitted me not to preach so 
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constantly, to resume and finish my work. For fourteen 
years that period has come not. I give the work in 
its present form to the public, in the conviction, that, 
if I be considered competent to the task, there exist 
men, who, being friendly to literature, will place me in 
such a position in my profession, as will enable me to 
employ assistants in the ministry, and thus delivering 
me from the necessity of constant preaching, will put 
it into my power to finish my work. I did not nor do 
require an exemption from general parochial duties. 
It was the pulpit duties alone, that I found present an 
insuperable obstacle, and to do justice to myself and 
my work, I must be at ease on that point— 
" Nihil invita dices faclesve Minerva," 
It is not, however, the mere feelings of vanity, or 
ambition for applause, that have led me to submit this 
volume to the public — indeed, I had to sacrifice both, 
in resolving to publish my work, in an unfinished 
state. I am a father — seven children in my house- 
hold — for nearly fifteen years an actively em- 
ployed clergyman — acknowledged to possess some 
merit* professionally — being without family influence 

• The Author is, and has been for nearly nine years, minister 
of Tyanee Chapel of Ease, County and Diocese of Derry — 
the duty of chapel and district, about three miles square — con- 
taining nearly 700 Church Protestant souls, belonging to him 
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in the Church, I am still, of course, an unbeneficed 
clergyman, and likely to continue such. I offer the 
completion of my work, as the purchase of a compe- 
tency, in a professional line, for the maintenance of my 
family — vanity, therefore, has had no place in this pub- 
lication. 

In fine — ^the volume is submitted to the candor and 
magnanimity of the public. Fair and honorable 
criticism I deprecate not —and if just, shall be the 
first to applaud. With regard to that class of would- 
be-critics, who merely search a book to ferret out de- 
fects, if possible, and thus display their fancied su- 
periority — my reader will bear with me, for a moment, 
when, wrapping myself in my poetical mantle, I say, 
with all due dignity, that their petty barkings shall be 
regarded with all suitable indifference. If the volume 
has the reality of the matter, it will outlive their puny 
cavillings — if it has not — let it perish. 

In the latter case 
" An Angel's arm can't preserve me from the grave;" 
In the former 

" Legions of Angels can't confine me there," 

exclusively — salary under ^100. per annum. On two occasions 
lie had been selected, on the part of the diocese, as one of the 
delegates to support the doctrines and discipline of the Estab- 
lished Church, in public discussion with the Roman Catholic 
Clergy in the diocese. 
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We know that the king of Egypt sought to use another 
man's work, as a medium whereon to inscribe self- 
applause. He was successful for the moment — ^the Pharos 
of Sostratus was prostituted to be the mere ground- 
work, whereon to inscribe the praises of another. 
Time, however, settled the matter. The disfiguring and 
dishonoring plaster, eventually, crumbled away — it fell 
at the feet of the pillar whose glory it would have pil- 
fered — and justice, sure — though slow, emblazoned in 
imperishable characters the genius of the architect 
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TO 
THE RIGHT HON. HENRY LORD BROUGHAM AND VAUX, 

LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR OF GREAT BRITAIN, &C. 

The mount, whose massy greatness strikes the eye, 

And o*er the valleys proudly rears its head. 
Which flings its majesty across the sky, 

And rests the clouds upon its summit dread. 
Not merely was uplift of Him, whose hand 

It gave its height, and bade the vales be low, 
Our homage or our wonder to command. 

But plains to shield — and bid the rivers flow. 
Brougham I if proudly raised thy honored head. 

And above thy fellows, justly, set on high. 
If o*er its height the clouds their blessings shed, 

'Tis thine^to fertilize the valleys nigh. 
Behold her book the Sibyl thee present- 
Let hot refused— too late it thee repent. 
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Bard of the eagle eye I and wing which dared 

That sapphire path to tread, of fowl unknown,* 
And vulture's eye unseen — thence, downwards thrown, 

The regions cleft of night and horror shared— » 
If, emulating thy adventurous flight, 

I fearless spread my also daring wing, 
And boldly track thee to thy summit height, 

Or even above thee seek my circles fling — 
Thence plunging headlong to the lowest deep, 

Cease not — till reached of night the last recess. 
There — shake my pinions, smiling — whilst I bless 

The Power Divine, that gave my course to keep ; 
Then — while presumption some my daring call, 
Thou — wilt approving laud*— and pay me all. 
1834. 

• « There is a path which no fowl knoweth, and which the 
vulture's eje bath not seen.**— Jo6 zxvili. 7. 
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BOOK I. 

Of man restored by Heaven's Almighty Son, 
Jehovah-Jesus, to that pristine state 
Of grace and majesty, which he enjoyed. 
With God's high favor blest, before deceit 
And Hell's foul malice wrought his hapless fall, 
I sing — And O, Thou Light Unmade ! whose eye 
Of sevenfold blaze with glory fills the dome 
Of yon resplendent arch — who with thy beams, 
Thrilling their essence, dost awake the choir 
Of Cherubim, and all the glowing host 
Of burning Seraphim, that round the throne 
Cry — Holy — holy — till the anthem blest 
Pours its full swell o'er heaven's eternal plains ; 

B 
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All-sacred Spirit I wrap my soul in thee — 

That, like that seer on Heaven's own coursers borne. 

Or latest prophet who, at trumpet voice, 

Caught of thy hand, stood living before the throne, 

I may, tho' mortal, pierce the immortal vail, 

And tell of things as yet unheard of man. 

Now o'er the fields of argent light above 

Eternal day had dawned, when from that seat 

Where, girt around with volumed darkness, thick, 

Jehovah holds his throne — and from his eye, 

Encompassing the present, future, past, 

His whole created works — or mortal man, 

Or great Archangel that, on errand high, 

The mighty steerage of his wings expands 

Mid spacy voids afar, at once beholds — 

Obscure himself the while, a voice was heard — 

Out-pouring on the armament of Heaven 

Gladness immeasured. Straight their thunders cease 

The hymning host — and, wrapt in silent awe, 

Before the doudy vast, enveiled their face 
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With mighty pinions far between outspread, 
Fall prostrate — and the Almighty will await 

Thrones, Principalities, Dominions, Powers, 
Ye radiant sons of Majesty Supreme, 
And all ye boundless range of worlds attend I 
And whilst the Great Eternal forth his voice 
Darkly prophetic utters — ^give ye heed. 
Nor shall the word of Him, who by his might 
All life upholds— who as a scroll outspreads 
Those stellar fires — and their glittering orbs, 
Shot thro' the wide immense, while on they roll 
In convolution vast, beneath his throne 
A foot-stool set — be uttered forth in vain. 
For of his will, and sovereign high behest^ 
The winged thunder, and the lightning bolt, 
With all the elements, that thro' the range 
Of boundless infinite controlless rove. 
Stand ready ministers — his nod obey* 
Dead matter hears his voice ; and, dark uplift 
His ponderous bulk, uncouthly slow upheaves 
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His giant head, and waits his sovereign's law. 
Him all the might of Ocean's cumbrous mass^ 
That round yon bright expanse, in column dense 
Stands congregate ; with other volumed heap, 
That mountained rolls between; and that which deep. 
Beneath Hell's confines far, its sluggish waves 
Swells black — obey. At his command their voice 
They uplift high — and thro* affrighted space 
His wrath proclaim. To him low homage pay 
The stormy host. The gulphing whirlwind stops. 
When forth the Almighty fiat sounds, his wild 
And mad career ; and with submissive wing. 
Outspread, a chariot for his God prepares: 
When in his sovereign mantle, awful, clad, 
Darkness immense — ^his vast domain throughout 
Jehovah deigns to visit Nature feels, 
Should Nature's God be wroth, her mighty frame 
In tremblings reel — and, to its centre shook, 
While all her strength affrighted melts away, 
Her empire instant dissolution dread. 
But not in vengeance, or in wrath delights 
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Th6 vast Omnipotent. For the' his throne 

Hath for its pillars, and its dread upstay. 

Justice and Judgment — ^yet before him, mild, 

Mercy all gracious moves — ^his starry crown, 

And sovereign sceptre bearing. Now on earth. 

Yon speck rotund I mid mighty worlds remote — 

That thro* the glitter of a thousand suns, 

And ten times thousand — a dim twinkling star I 

Pale glimmering shoots its mazy orb minute ; 

Itself how small, yet not a field unfit — 

Since subject placed to universal ken — 

Or Hierarchies, who around the throne 

Glad incense pour ; or those who at the verge 

Of wide creation's utmost bounds, their seat 

Of blest fruition hold — the Seraph stands ; 

And with a trumpet of ethereal voice, 

WhUe gladdened earth reviveth in her smiles. 

Proclaims to worlds, that raptur'd wondering gaze — 

Jehovah walks around. Behold ye Powers I 

How that the gracious promise made to man, 

Our last created^ was not made in vain. 

B 2 
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For length the time, that to our councils seemed 

Most meet, arrived, to save the rebel race — 

Whose foul apostacy from Heaven's Supreme, 

Our not unfairest work so soon defaced 

By Hell's dark guile — ^the Arch-fiend not opposed, 

Nor interrupt, that thereby might be given 

To all our attributes more large display — 

For otherwise had him the fiery breath 

Of upraised Deity, with all his host 

Of faithless spirits, false accursed crew ! 

To primal nothing speedily reduced ; 

Ye well remember all — ^the great I Am, 

Who holds with us an undivided sway — 

Nor separate king — nor yet with us the same — 

Mystery — to all but God himself unknown I 

The Eternal Word — Jehovah infinite — 

Of his own will, by wonderous love impelled, 

With us the glory which he had unmade. 

Before the heavens, or all yon glittering pomp 

Of pendent worlds, had, thro' the brooding void, 

Heard the creating voice — ^whose dread resound 
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Then bade them rise, and chase the night afar — 
Has now put off — and veiled in humble guise, 
To human eye, unoped by me, appears 
Mere mortal man — and lowliest of all. 
But man he is— and true the fleshly garb, 
In which he stands eclipsed — beneath a cloud 
Of matter gross the beaming Godhead hid. 
That thus, thro* him the fallen race restored 
To primal bliss— the load of guilt immense, 
He for their sins the righteous vengeance borne. 
And in their stead God's every will obeyed. 
Might be removed ; which on their burdened heads 
0*erpow'ring pressed, and sunk them deep to hell. 

For justice, as unbounded grace, belongs — 
Justice, which nought of its demands can yield-— 
To Heaven's Eternal : and the atonement due, 
Unless a substitute of rank be found. 
Equal the penal death to undergo. 
And not unwilling, in its fullest force 
Must on the head of the transgressor fall. 
As man, for man he dies. As man, the law — 
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God*s righteous law, which had by man been broke, 

He perfect shall obey. The Godhead joined 

In union mystic to humanity — 

Opposite extremes in harmony divine ! 

His manhood high upholds ; and with desert, 

All thought beyond, the work redeeming stamps. 

He all the might of the Satanic host, 

Who now on earth reign riot— rwith their spoil 

For ever deemed secure — and proudly mock 

Supernal wisdom — ^as they think, overcome — 

God*s youngest child, his dearly valued man, 

From his fond parent, by their malice 'guiled. 

Aside rebellious led — ^while interposed 

'Gainst restoration all the God they think — 

Shall grasping foil ; and in confusion lost, 

Hell's legions whole, enchained, in thraldom held. 

Shall lead the captors captive in their turn. 

But not with ease, or struggle stern without, 

Shall thus the arch apostate, with his crew 

Of rebel false, unto the portab bright 

Of Heaven's pure crystal — ^glaring powerless hate— 
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Be vanquished dragged along. Full oft the earth, 
A spectacle of heaven in battle joined 
With nether Angels — out their impious flames 
Forth spouting volumed ; and with fire accursed 
Polluting all the beauteous realms of day — 
Deep groaning shall present Anon with guile, 
Force unsuccessful found, they shall attack 
The human God. If chance they might penFert 
The weaker nature — and the mortal joined 
An hapless ally to their impious plans, 
God's destined mercy thus be interrupt 
Twice twenty days, as time they name on earth, 
'Gainst the whole force and fraudulent designs 
Of Hell's most potent, hath he firmly stood. 
And in the desert, as ye chance beheld, 
Appalling threats and promises alike, 
Tho' to his view were hideously present 
The terrors whole of Erebus — ^unmoved, 
Has faithful high defied : and sent his foe, 
With gnashing rage and disappointed groan, 
Ruing the fate of his successless wcu*. 
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To hide his chagrin in the depths of ^night ^. . 
There far beneath — ^immerged in void obscure-— 
Below the point where, at its dark extreme. 
Creation back recoils, and night is all — 
Plunged deep engulphed, as twice three-fold the space 
Of this our throne from yonder star minute. 
Which stands the mark of nature's utmost verge, 
His fiery court he holds. And mid the gloom, 
Lit up by flames which scarcely thro' can pierce 
The sluggish air obese, and shoot a gleam 
Of mocking light in solid lines and spare, 
With all his sullen compeers congregate. 
Sits councUling — and from his demon host, 
Burning with zeal of impious hate, enquires 
If yet they see what further way to mar 
Jehovah's high designs, untried be left. 
But all his plans and purposes of rage, 
When most they seem effected, shall but tend 
The thoughts to perfect, which had long digest 
Filled the Eternal mind — and on himself. 
In all the depths of hellisli malice foiled, 
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Devouring:, chagrin and despair o'erheap. 
Such consolation from our fixt decree, 
And strong assurance, mid his mighty toils, 
That, length his foe overcome, finite success 
Shall all his labors long endured reward ; 
To Christ Emmanuel — Christ the mortal man — 
Let him who erst upon the hallowed mount. 
On earth called Sinai — mid consuming fire, 
And earthquake horrible, saw heaven disrupt, 
And all the might of dread Jehovah's reign 
In awful pomp descend — and him whose voice> 
Before the host of BaaFs idol priests. 
And Israel's apostate nation all collect. 
Devouring lightnings from the Almighty throne, 
In torrent fierce, called down, and swallowed up, 
In arid rage, an ocean in a draught — 
Bear ministering : and on their starry wings 
Gliding, oblique, to earth's subjacent realm—* 
Embassadors from him who rules the skies. 
And bids the nations tremble at his frown, 
In all the glory of their King descend. 
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]2 PARADISE REGAINED. 

That, thus, on him who but appears a man, 
With others like as to his outward form, 
The stamp of Heaven's august authority, 
And high credentials from the King of kings, 
May, by the hand of the Supreme himself. 
In living blaze indelibly be fixed. 

The Almighty ceased^^) — but still, throughout the tribes 

Of Cherubim, and all the glowing host 

Of Seraphim, in adoration prone, 

Harmonious utterance of love divine. 

In tones of sweet mellifluence, the ears 

Of Spirits with delight excessive faint. 

Rapture inspiring filled — and thro* their souls, 

Gliding extatic, thrills of holy joy 

Shed indescript. Awhile in blissful trance 

The choir lay prostrate — and thro' heaven reigned 

Silence unbroke — till mighty sounding wings 

Of glorious Spirits, above archangel rank. 

Outspread their Sovereign's order to fulfil, 

With tempest sweep, throughout the eternal dome 
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Shook thunder; and in wide extent eclip0e» 
Dark shadowy, all the empyrean bright 
Obscuring, as immense they journeyed on» 
From out their sweet oblivion, awful, woke 
Heaven's prone minstreby— Stupendous Powers, 
And mighty Thrones of highest rank sublime, 
With lower orders of Archangeb vast. 
And all the minor Blessedness of heaven* 
They rising solemn with majestic grace. 
Their harps that, e*er to holy song attuned, 
In preparation from their shoulders hung. 
And o'er the silvery plumage of their wings. 
Mid gold besprinkled tresses waving round, 
Like quiver on the fabled huntress Queen, 
With diamond and with ruby varied shone— 
Took down symphonious ; and with sweetest Yoice, 
While bowing low before the Eternal throne. 
In holy reverence all their crowns of gold, 
And wreaths of Jasper with sardonyx twined. 
From off their brows of pure ethereal flame 
They cast respectful-— decent then upraised, 
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And each again with glittering coronet graced, 

While, for a moment, back the folding doors 

Of that dense curtain, which in darkness veils 

From all created eye Jehovah's throne, 

On either side out rolling — from the midst, 

A flood of uncreated light, thro' gauze 

Of silver clouds outpouring, tempered, sheds 

A sense of the divine approval — bliss 

Beyond all other I lowly warbling first. 

With anthem then enthusiastic swelled. 

Again, altern, in mellow cadence sunk, 

Their grateful task resume : and whilst a cloud 

Of odorous incense from the altar blest, 

Which before the throne a fragrant mountain stood> 

In balmy mist its spiral column lifts. 

With souls expanded by the mighty theme. 

And spirits fluttering with o'erpowering joy, 

O'er heaven's bfest echoes spread Jehovah's praise. 

Thus they in heaven, before the throne of God, 
In numbers vast as infinite can sum. 
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And shouts with which> the eternal concave rent, 
All but Jehovah's seat resounding shook — . 
With peal on peal redoubling, awful, poured 
Their paeans loud —and on the burdened wind, 
Their hallowed thunder thro' remotest space 
In lengthened billows rolled. The dreadful burst, 
But faintly broke, the verge extreinest reached 
Of nature's fitrthest bounds — where round its orb 
That planet swings, whose field capacious holds 
The host of glorious Seraphim who guard, 
In heaven s bright panoply resplendent girt. 
Hell's yawning mouth ; nor to her sable sons, 
Unless as to their Sovereign seem befit. 
Egress bestow. They at the well known sound 
New joy conceive — and adding choral voice. 
With tribute fresh the mighty anthem swell. 
It thence the earth— a portion slight except. 
Which, by intention of the will divine. 
Reached Satan's empire, to remind their thought 
How great their forfeit bliss, and aggravate 
Their penal woe — in solemn slow rebound, 
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Reverberate, in measure gravely grand. 
With all its pomp of sadly softened sound 
FilPd wide diffuse. Unheard of mortal ear- 
But not by him its accents unperceived, 
Jehovah Jesus^-where the mountain near, 
Called Tabor«->whieh amid the verdant plains 
Of Galilee, in Judah's happy land. 
Its towering head rears vast-^with those that out 
From Jacob's favored people, race elect ! 
To fill the nations with his saving name. 
His wisdom chosC'— in conrerse sweet he walked ; 
And while their souls were kindled at his words. 
In voice of meek suggestion gently taught, 
As far as yet their duller minds could bear, 
His rank divine — his advent's purpose*— what 
His future aims-— and how, mid toils unheard. 
They 'gainst the host of hell, should fearless lift 
The royal standard of the heavenly King ; 
And headed by their captain, tho* unseen. 
The powers of darkness firmly should withstand, 
And give its glories to the winds, of heaven* 
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He brightening at the sounds which swell*d his thought, 

Mid recollection of co-equal praise, 

Which with the Father, before his glory veiled 

In human guise, he ample had enjoyed — 

And all the added sum of homage due 

When, the great work of love divine performed. 

He should to heaven triumphantly return, 

Anticipating — whilst upon his brow 

Still fresher glories shone — with accents meek. 

And look benignly radiant, breathing forth 

Love inexpress — to his attentive train. 

Who crouding round in silent reverence wait. 

Such words as these in gracious tone directs. 

Sons of Judea — Israel's holy race I 

Whom out from Jacob's offspring, high preferred I 

My special favor and regard bestowed. 

Without or rank or mental height induced. 

Hath chos'n select — that from the world apart, 

Ye might the goings forth, and every act 

Of £phraim*s promised king, high blest, behold-— 

c2 
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Ye see how thro' the wiles of our arch-foe, 

Satan, Hell's subtlest— who in iron sway 

This hapless world holds captive— tho' outstretched. 

Hath oft this arm, their sottish minds to move, 

Changed nature's course, yet not their monarch's rank 

Will Abraham's blinded sons, perverse, discern. 

In vain before their wide astonished sight 

The shroudy swathe has burst, and given back 

The ghastly prisoner from its chilly grasp. - 

In vain hath ocean, mid his mountain strife 

Of surge on surge conflicting horrid war. 

Heard the still voice of ocean's potent Lord, 

And fled his chidings bashful. Vain the word, 

Which bade the devils from their pollute den 

Drag howling furious — all have been in vain — 

My people are an adamantine rock, 

Round which the storms may beat, the sun may shine^ 

But nought of sun or storm doth it perceive. 

Yet oh I how oft would I thy wandering sons, 

Jerusalem t within my fostering breast, 

With more of tenderness, than when her young 
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The fluttering parent beneath her wing ooUccts, 

Have gathered anxious-^but thou wouldest not ! 

But tho* Judea*s offspring to my call 

Give heedless ear — nor £phraim*s unwise tribes 

My voice attend — ^yet still shall not in vain. 

Compassion boundless, whole, my bosom swell. 

The Lord Jehovah by himself hath sworn— 

That tho' unto his sent Emmanuel's fold 

Be Israel gathered not-— yet sttU the word, 

Which from his mouth in mercy issued forth. 

Shall not unblest return — but at its voice, 

The distant isles and continents remote 

In glad acclaim shall burst, and loudly greet 

The welcome tidings with a peal of joy. 

Then, to her lowest pit, defeated Hell 

Shall frighted tremble — and convulsive heaved. 

Shall feel her empire totter to its base*- 

Then with a chilly fear, unkaown before, 

Shall Satan feel his fainting soul o'er&pread. 

But whom do men, when aught the mighty w^ks 

Which this right hand hath « rought, they chance behold. 
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Consider me, the Son of man, to be ? 
Or do they trust their senses, or conceive 
That all this putting forth of power divine 
Is but a cheat, and that delusive art 
Of magic skill upon their eyes impose ? 
Say thou, my best beloved, in whom my soul 
Takes special pleasure, as a man his friend — 
What do the sons of haughty Judah think 
Of John's rejected master, king contemned ? 

A blush of modest glow a youthful face, 

With manhood's blooming honors late endowed, 

Which, mid the train retiring, shunned the sight, 

Mild overspread. Delighted, yet ashamed 

With fear ingenuous. Which from praise deserved 

Shrunk sensitive — of nothing more afraid 

Than public notice — ^yet with joy elate, 

That thus before his fellows, high distinct, 

H^ should a token of his master*s love, 

In mode so soothing, envi'bly receive. 

He smiling, with a consciousness of pride, 
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Mid agitation of ertreme deligfaty 

In faltering voice, snch words as tliete returns. 

Beloved Lord ! before the signal day 
That Simon's ship thy bleated freight received ; 
When, letting down at thy command his net, 
A shoal of fish, coOected ocean's host, 
The bursting me^ enclosed, the fiune had reached 
Our wondering ears, of how the unclean ^ites 
Had Aram, Phalec, quitted at thy word : 
And that when Simon's mother^ with a plague 
Of burning fever, had for weeks been laid, 
While round the bed her weeping kinsmen sat, 
Waiting to close her sightiess eyes in deatii, 
Thou ent'red*st in — and, mid a shriek of joy, 
Bad*st her arise, and cheer her drooping friends. 
Then said they all — ^that ^ther he, whom God, 
In fiery chariot, up to heaven took. 
Afresh descended«-or that some of those. 
Who before the capture by the mighty king. 
Dread Lord of Babylon I in Judah^s land 
Delivered oracles from Judah*s God, 
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Had risen again, and left their yawning graves, 

Boding deliveraYiee to Judea nigh. 

Some lately thought, who had not heard of thee, 

Tore John the Baptist, Herod, lawless king I 

Had, cruel, slain, that he, alive again. 

In thee walked forth, with greater power endued. 

To make the tyrant tremble on his throne. 

Nor are they wanting, who, with slander foul. 

And vilest calumny, blaspheming, say. 

That thou hast all thy wond'rous works — or when, 

In Bethany, the four days buried corse 

Of Lazarus, thy word to life recalled — 

Or when thou'dst cast the unclean spirits out — 

All, thro* the dreadful prince of gloomy hell, 

Beelzebub — that awful, dark unknown ! 

Enabled done. Such are the various thoughts, 

As far as yet report hath reached our ears. 

Which of my much loved master. Lord revered ! 

Blind IsraeFs nation, falsely, entertain. 

The loved disciple ceased — and back, again, 
Retiring mid the acquiescing train, 
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Strove at composure. Wishing to be thought 
Not swelled by pride— which, with affection pleased 
At such disclosure of his master's soul, 
Gave him emotion slight of triumph vain, 
To be distinguished thus before the rest 
His utterance finished — thus, replying, spoke 
The human God — ^while on him silence waits. 

Man is, by nature, so averse to good, 
His nobler powers so by sin debased, 
That truth he dim perceives, or not at all. 
The judgment, now, instead of o'er the will 
£xtending sway supreme, itself, enslaved. 
Is hoodwinked led — and, yielding blind assent, 
Follows where'er the passions please direct 
Yet, surely, not from his Creator's hand 
Came man perverted thus. His maker's voice 
Bade him arise, the lord of all without — 
Creation's monarch — viceroy for his God. 
Nor whilst he, generous, placed within his hand 
Earth's regal sceptre, ever did intend 
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His representative, himself^ should be 

A subject vassal in the world within. 

The ethereal spark* then, in obedience held 

Those headstrong fires of terrestrial mold, 

Which, as the ministers to do its will. 

Not, with extravagance of furious blaze. 

To quench its purer radiance, were intent. 

But now, alas I how is the precious ore 

Become alloyed — ^how is the most fine gold 

Adulterate, dim — where, once, the diamond shone. 

And beaining told the heaven from which was shed 

Its hallowed lustre — oh I proclaim it not, 

O tell not how its rays have been suffused* 

No wonder, then, if on their clouded minds 

Truth shine efiete ; and that the word I speak, 

Tho', by departure from the settled law 

Of nature's well known course, be strong confirmed, 

Should to them folly seem. They like it not — 

To all their evil deeds it gives reproach ; 

And, boldly, stems the current of their souls. 

But, still, their sense should not be so pervert 
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As, all those works which 'fore their wondering eyes, 

I wrought, in mercy, on their minds to act, 

To Heirs impure, co-operating, power 

Darkly impute. Caa Satan, like to them. 

Be foolish now — ^his interest thus desert—- 

And, siding with the measures of his foe. 

Strive his own empire so to undermine ! 

Oh I they are loyal, faithful subjects> true-— 

And, as a stranger in a foreign land 

Seeing productions or of nature, art. 

Which there are high extolled, with patriot zeal, 

Such like or greater in his own abound 

Affirmeth warm ; with ardor, thus, they strive, 

Jealous the puttings forth of power divine. 

To swell the glories of their native helL 

But oh I the time shall come, and e'en for them 

My heart weeps torrent, when their doubts removed, 

Too late removed, tiiey shall, with panic fear, 

While rocks and mountains on their heads to fall 

They vain invoke, behold their Judge descend-— 

And in that Judge, the man on whom they flung 

D 
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Their slanderous venom once. But draw the veil : 

It is a thought on which dislikes to dwell 

My mourning soul. With shuddering, mercy views 

The dark abyss, upon whose faithless brink 

They nodding hang. But oh I how blest are ye. 

Who from a fate of such an awful dread 

Are safe preserved — ^beneath the guardian wing 

Of love omnipotent, securely, kept. 

Ye round about may hear the thunders roll, 

And see the lightnings flash— they cannot roll, 

Nor flash a danger to your guarded heads. 

The crashing peal, the* fierce sulphureous bolt, 

When from their prison loosed, and let to fly, 

In winged death, o'er nature's frighted realm, 

Have heard a voice, which bade their fury spare 

The mortals dear to nature's angry God. 

Ye, while the world in night of sablest hue 

Is wrapt obscure, have, privileged, beheld 

Jehovah's sun in noontide splendor rise ; 

And whilst his living beams he darts around, 

Have felt a more than mortal heat pervade 
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Your gladdened members, joying in his blaze. 
But say— on you hath all this flood of light, 
And heal meridian, still, been vainly poured ? 
Are likewise ye, e'en mid the glow of day, 
Devoid of sight — and, ignorant, mistake 
The glorious lord of light and radiant beams 
For subject star, of rays tho' e'er so bright 
Say whom do ye, my own immediate train, 
Consider me, the Son of man, to be? 
Thus said, Emmanuel, with a piercing look, 
Inquisitive, their answer, silent, waits. 

AwhOe his followers, in number twelve. 

Stand pondering, anxious : while their solemn air 

Proclaims thoughts lab'ring. Then, as if they, each, 

Had similar fears lest they should chance mistake. 

Together, up their eyes they lift, and fixed 

Upon each other, strive their thoughts to know. 

Suspense they stood, each fearing the attempt. 

Till, with a sudden radiance lighted up, 

His countenance, whom they Simon Peter called, 
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Shone glorious — And, as if the thought immeiMe 

Had been too great his burdened soul to bear^ 

With haste abrupt, and all his powers up-^vreught 

In vast exertion, he, rapid, uttered forfli— « 

Thou art the Christ, O Lord, the Eternal ISoh 

Of the one, only, ever-living Godi 

He spake— *and immediately a holhyw peal 

Of lengthened thunder rolled— ^-wluoh, with a ilash 

Of streaming lightning, in its sheeted blaze 

Doubling the day, an awful witness "bore 

To Peter's truth. Aghast his fellows fitood. 

Motionless — with trancing awe o'erpowered. 

While, to their rivet eye, ^e mortal -form 

Of Jesus seemed to grow, and>every sense 

Oppreeemg with its glory^s awful weight, 

The preseif t Ood, magnificent, divulge. 

He seeing their confusion — with a smile, 

Beaming fresh Btrengtb, and lightening aH iheir dread, 

Benignly dignified, such words returns : 

Blessed, thrice blessed thou, Baxjona'v eon I 
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For not to thee, the majesty supreme 

Of Israel's King, hath flesh and blood revealed. 

The Eternal God — the Omnipotent himself 

Hath thee selected as his herald voice, 

And, thro* thy ministrance, hath now proclaimed 

The glorious title of his equal son. 

Wherefore, be thou, where'er Messiah rules, 

High honored— «nd on this confession vast, 

As on a rock, my church be firmly built 

Against it the host of hell, with wild uproar, 

Bursting from Topfaet*s foul and lightless den, 

May rush immaddened — and, with strength unite. 

The mighty hbric from its solid base 

Vainly attempt to heave : her towering head 

Shall look contempt upon her gnashing foes, 

And bid them high defiance — ^for her God 

Is in the midst, and o'er her guarded walls 

The blazing standard, wide, himself outwaves. 

But this our rank magnific, and high state, 

To none disclose ; but, deep, within your souls 

Keep treasured secret Nor to those reveal, 
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Who on our way to Zum's holy giAes, 
Whither we, speedtly, our course must bend, 
Hold habitation — ^nor when, safe, arrived 
Within the sacred precincts, aught make known. 
For there must Abr* am^s son, and Abr'am's God, 
Be put to mock ; and, all the wrongs endured 
Which Heirs fierce malice could in rage deTise, 
At length to death submit : but in his grasp 
Shall not the icy monster hold him l<Mig. 
But burst his bonds, and broke his chilly sway, 
The howling phantom shall, with empty shriek, 
His shadowy empire of its prey despoiled 
Despairing tell. But more of this anon : 
I, now, but hint what yet must come to pass. 
When season seems — I shall more full relate 
What must Messiah, by decree, befal* 

He scarce had spoke— -when, filled with fiery zeal, 
Misguided, rash, at such an humbling thought 
Indignant, he who, *fore, had uttered forth 
Jehovah^s oracle, with unwise haste. 
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Impetuous, such words as thes'e returns: 
Far be it from thee, Lord ! that he, who came 
The sceptre wrenched from Judah^s palsied hand, 
In treble sway, restore, ignoble, thus 
Should stoop his life beneath t3rrannic ra^. 
Far be it from thee, Lrord I thy powerful arm 
Shall bid her foes to Zion*8. empire yield : 
While all her enemies, at thee appalled. 
Shall drop resistance — and the shackles fkllen, 
At thy command, from off her prisoned arms. 
Around themselves, in cowering terror, bind. 
Then shall the earth, to its remotest isle, 
Feel Jacob*s rule— then, wide diffused around. 
Far as creation spreads, Judea's name 
Shall fill the worid-^and, at the potent sound. 
Affrighted empires, wan with terror, shake — 
And pallid monarch's tremble on their thrones. 
Far be it from thee, Lord ! but niise thy voice — 
And fiery oceans shall from high descend. 
Or burning legions of archangel might. 
Girt wiih the blazing sword of God, come down. 
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And sweep a universal death around. - 

Far be it from thee, Lord I — Hold, Peter, hold I 

With interrupting voice, Emmanuel speaks; 

Thou little think'st what thy misguided zeal 

Would, rash, produce. I am not hither coine 

The lives of men thus, wantonly, destroy, 

But with anxiety of love to save. 

Not, for such purpose, have I left the throne 

Of uncreated glory — so to mar 

This fair domain, still fair, tho' much pollute. 

Thou know'st not what thy words. Would'st thou oppose 

What best had seemed to Heaven's Eternal I^ing ; 

And, crossing all his mercy's high designs, 

Fill this inferior globe with riot rage I 

And, stead of Seraph's voice proclaiming, sweet. 

Glory to God, on high — and, on the earth, 

I'eace, love, good will, benignity to man — 

Would'st thou send forth the roar of mighty Powers, 

Unsheathing, fierce, that blazing, awful sword, 

Which heaven's whole host unite can scarcely wield. 

And bid it ride in havoc I Oh I we find, 
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The direst foe to Adem'« wretched race 
Is man himselE For others, thd* his flesh, 
And hapless partners in unheard of wo, 
Which should have proved a bond of tenderest tie, 
He no compftssion feels. But whilst the choir 
Of hymning cherubs, nnd their highest notes. 
Make solemn pause — and o*er his mournful fiite, 
Thus exiled from his brediren, and their God, 
Shed serapli tears — ^be, fiercely, hardened swells 
With rage, from pride and self-importance sprung, 
And with a werd would ovit erase a world. 
Peter I thy narrow, daric, and earthly mind, 
The things of ^ed, and Heaven, savourdfh sot 
'Tis Hell's suggestion which "thou new liast spoke, 
And 'twas her ruthless monarch :taught it thee. 
Get thee behind me, Satan ! nor presume 
Too much— my vengeance thou hast felt before. 

So speaking, now, while Peter deep abashed 
Slunk slow behind, they onward towards ifae 'hieight 
Of Tabor nigh approached : ^hose frowning sides 
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Reflection gave of the dull leaden clouds, 

Whose sullen vestiture the lowering sky, 

Far as the keenest eye could stretch, in veil 

Of deepening shade enveloped, thick, obscure. 

There halting near — ^while further insight gives 

Into the purpose of his errand meek. 

And gracious advent, their benignant lord, 

They hold sweet converse ; till, apart, select, 

For some peculiar knowledge three designed, 

Their master up the lofty range attend. 

There, while advancing towards the summit height. 

Events, in which himself had borne a part, 

Or men of old renown had been engaged. 

As each successive object met the eye. 

Where such occurred, he meekly deigns explain. 

Or should, along the horizon stretching wide, 

Hermon, Gilboa, raise its towering front — 

Samaria, or Arabia stony named — 

Or lake of placid surface, where, in might 

Of sovereign glory, all the Godhead shone, 

Tiberias or Gennes'rath — or that sea 
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Which midland foams, now dimly seen afar, 

Such brooding gloomness all th' expanse overcast 

Nor was it then forgotten, how the host 

Of Gentile Jabin 'fore the chosen race, 

Tho' chariots iron, phalanx strong and vast, 

Nine hundred, full, his grizly ranks could boast. 

Fled vanquished, with their chief of high renown, 

Redoubted Sisera — ^tho' but scanty force 

From Tabor to the combat Barak poured ; 

So strong their God that day for Ephraim fought — 

Nor where a scene of diverse thought presents 

Israel's disgrace — ^the triumph of that foe. 

Which waged eternal war with Judah's son»— 

When, by the host uncircumcised, impure. 

Her monarch pressed and galled by archers, sore, 

Gilboa saw o'ercome — the sacred crown 

From Saul's anointed brow prophanely torn. 

And Jonathan of hapless fate, reward 

For all thy piety and faithful love, 

With disobedience to unjust command, 

Gladdened receive I while from the lip divine, 
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Thy glow of aovif so generous, so sineerey 

Towards Jesse's son, his great descendant's type, 

Approval meets— praise enviably just I 

Much interest, too, famed Nazareth's steep excites. 

As James and John, in shuddering thought, recur 

To when the multitude, to phrenzy wrought, 

Their Lord unto the awful precipice. 

With clamorous fury, hurried — and their joy 

Mixed with surprise, when, every grasp relaxed, 

No man knew how, unhurt he passed away. 

Peter much subject, too, of praise afibrdsy 

As Nain's humble dwellings meet his eye. 

The dead to life recalled — the widow's joji 

Her son restored — ^his fellows he renunds. 

While, thus, on thoi^t of wonder, glory post. 

They marv'ling dwell— or rapturously descant 

On Israel's ancient greatness<--or with pride^ 

The deeds magnific of that wondrous man 

Whom Lord they call, with glowing tongue recount — 

The great celestial Powers, from the throne 

Of heavenV bright presence journeying, draw nigh : 
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To Jesus and the three alone revealed-— 
Amid the gloom the horizon skirting wide, 
A glistening mountain, in the gorgeous east. 
Of lucid cloud appearing. Within which veil, 
A something, indistinct with brightness, seemed 
As if the sun to tenfold bigness swoln 
Was car-like borne along — Cleaving a train 
Of fluid blaze, like dazzling comet seen 
Thro' glass augmentive— or as when the rays 
Of earth's great luminary, thro' a breach 
Of sullen clouds dark brooding, forms a line 
Of lengthened lustre joining earth to heaven: — 
Such it appeared ; and as it sailed along, 
A glory, like the gas by spirits breathed, 
Tinged every object thro' the wide expanse. 
And Tabor lighted up. Astonished view 
The three disciples — and by awe o'ercome, 
Tho' wishing much the prodigy to learn, 
' And something for their safety anxious, still, 
To ask their master, and withdraw their eye 
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From off the riv^ttiog woniex, (lare not. 
He, while the splendor drawi^th nigh» tb^ir fear 
Gently dispels; and, to their weak»09a kind, 
Reminds that still their l^rd, proteetorls near. 
Then, first, encouraged they withdraw their gaze^ 
And mark, increasing wo^der^ bfow the form 
Of Jesus alters as the cloud moves iHi'**- 
Gradually, its mortal asp^ losiis^g — 
And clothed with majesty divine. £lis garb, 
Modest but decent, into glistering robes 
Of some unearthly texture obnng^d'^-^bis brow, 
With something mor$ ttian awful mdiance graced* 
Beams sovereiguty unvi9Ued->-^ 'twere the shell 
Of human flesh bad burs^ And jtU tbe God, 
Unfettered, shackless, stood to Tiew confest 
Meanwhile, the ethereal ehariot o'er the top 
Of Tabor floats fusp@nded-^which appears 
As if 'twere melting in the dSTulgence bright — 
Then down descends m^esttc — in its fold 
Of living lustre, Jesus and the three 
Encircling whole. The mortals, overpowered, 
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To sleep sink swooning. Jesus sole remains. 
The heavenly messengers before him bow. 

Obeisanee made^ and adonction meet 
Paid duly, all their sovereign's high behest 
They speak reiqpeetlul. Then to converse fnlf , 
By Jesus* eondeseension each admit, 
Proceed the gladdened Powers. Of the birth, 
The life, and mighty wonders of their God, 
Thus veiled in hnman flesh, with marvling voice, 
Commixed with praise, alternate, interrupt 
To bend them prostrate^^hi the mighty theme 
Astonished, wonder-lost, they rapturous speak. 
Then dwell upon the malice of his foes. 
And chiefly that arch-enemy, whose guile. 
In every shape exeited, only brought. 
And yet should bring upon his foiled attempts, 
Foiled even when soccesi^l most they seem. 
Disgrace and anguish at his fruitless war. 
Much, too, they speak of the inglorious death. 
As men deem gloiy, which so soon awaits 
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Their Lord incarnate and with triumph think. 
What disappointment thro' the host of hell 
When, burst the bameis of the vanquished tomb, 
Her widely stretching gates should heaven expand. 
And bid the King of gloiy enter in. 
While thus in converse they enlarge^ the time 
To stand before the throne, and spread the wing 
With sen^fihs, cherubs numberiess, draws n%h. 
Again, with meek devotion, and with bend 
Of lowly adoration, thrice they bow — 
And, mid remembrance of the various toib 
They, each, on earth bore patient, by their Lord 
Allusion of approval gracious made. 
Return to blissful mansions pleased prepare. 

At their departure, he the o'erpowered three> 
Who yet remained entranced, with strength anew. 
Recruited vigor, from his breath inspired : 
That, for a moment, they might part behold 
The glorious vision, ere it melt from sight 
They, waking from dissolving slumber, roll 
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A vacant, nerveless eye— as, chance, the name 
Of his celestial visitants Jesns spoke. 
Roused by the sound, first, Peter silence broke : 
And, by the radiance dazzled, that his sense 
Swam giddy, raptured, what he said unmeant. 
Or what he said unknown, thus uttered wild- 
Master I 'tis good for us that we are here — 
Let us, e'en now, three tabernacles build — 
For thee, for Moses, for Elias, one. 
While he thus spake — and, gradual raised from earth. 
The heavenly vision floats— ^a deepened peal. 
On peal, of thunder, from the upper sky 

Pours forth its solemn flood — it ceased — a voice, 

> 

A still, small voice amid the silence breaks — 
" This is my Son — my well beloved Son — 
In whom I am well pleased — to him attend." 
The voice is past — ^the thunder rolls again — 
Up-borne, the bright angelic chariot moves away. 



Jesus, the three disciples raised, commands 
That they should nothing tell, till from the dead 

£2 
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Their Lord be risen, what they late had seen, 
Or heard, amazed. Marvelling, as they go, 
At all had past — and, each, admiring how 
The face of other shone, his own unseen. 
Together, slowly, they the hill descend. 
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BOOK II. 

While thus, on earth, to Jesus, as their God, 

Homage divine the ethereal heralds pay, 

And, glad discoursing on the wondrous plan 

From fathomless wisdom sprung, their minds expanse 

Feel in the mighty theme bewildered, lost. 

Far other scene than that the realms of day 

Hell, in her pit of lightless depth, presents. 

There, at that point beneath creation's verge. 

Which right the sun opposes, distant most 

His glorious orb— as far nine times remote 

From latest light and terminating day, 

As this our globe from him our central sphere — 

Amid a weight of solid, noisome gloom. 

Which, brooding, all oppresses, spreads a blaze 
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Or rather glow of flame — impure and dense — • 

Not like the generous hue of upper fire, 

But livid, ghastly, sick, pollute, and foul. 

There, in a court or palace, as, in pride, 

They called it, of the spiral flames 

O'er-arching, mid a writhe of lurid Are, 

That by compulsion of infernal art 

Formed horrid bower — flame with flame entwined — 

Leaving a space of amplest room^ unfiUed 

Save with a stilly vapor, black and dense. 

Which from that base breaks forth, and laboring round 

Its weighty billows, slow convolving, feeds 

That deeper blackness, whose oppressive mass. 

As cover dread, helFs upper sky completes. 

And sinks the soul — sat one-^like him of old. 

Who mid the darkness of the night enrobed 

In suit degenerate, that which erst he wore, 

Of royal dignity, despised, cast off, 

0*er the sad scene of burning Rome by him 

Fired impious— temples, palaces, and courts 

Where Senate, once, the glory of the world. 
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Held coundl — gazed with rutUess eye and grin 
Of savage joyousness-^elate to think 
A rival day had been by him create; 
So sat Hell's monarch'— Satan, 8uUen» dark — 
His brow with thought of some great enterprise 
Marked deep contract— his fixed and nerved eye 
Glared stern disdain ; mid which a something sad 
Of softer cast played tranaient-^^is if thought 
Of better purpose once> and holier aim, 
Had crossed his soul-wwhich changing 'gain gave way 
To lip in firmness of despondence snapt, 
And sable, bushy brow more closely knit — 
As 'twere he fdt disgraced, and with contempt 
The risings of such puny thought surveyed. 
Before him stretched, a wild and dismal view. 
Lay Hell outspread — her darkly, burning lake 
Of fluid brimstonc-^on whose lurid heave 
Of mountain cylinders, with unbroke crest, 
In sweltering ridge succeeding other, lay- 
Mid fiercest lightnings darting, vengeful, round. 
And hoarsest thunders harsh, astounding roar, 
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Like mighty hulks dismantled, tempest-lost, 

That once Armada formed, the length of some 

Who glorious erst held heaven — but now their turn, 

That periodic comes, to feel their crime. 

They fiercely tossing on the fiery deep. 

By whirlwind sweep of burning hail o*er-lashed. 

Now each against other dashing— driven now 

Apart the general wreck, their shattered bulk 

To all the madness of the o'er-topping surge 

Single opposed, tremendous, overwhelmed 

Sink swallowed, gulphing — or in whirlpool caught 

Round the fierce vortex furious circles sweep : 

While vainly strives their imprecating roar 

To pierce the angry voice of thunders — lost 

As sea-mew's scream amid the dread discharge. 

Nor their wild stretch or aid or h5pe presents — 

Above — night's blackest frown ; around — ^the wrecks 

Of mightiest, helpless ; below — unsparing surge. 

But should the thunders, for a moment, ceased 

In awful interval, their voice permit, 

Their fellows, they, who scarce escaped, the while, 
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The shores or islands scanty, from the force 
Of that fierce ocean plucked, solid fire each. 
Crowd — ^pluming o'er their sad disordered wing, 
In wretched wo beseech — if chance some aid 
Might be afibrded. The}*^ with hideous groan 
The vain petition greet — and phrensied roar, 
As with the words half-uttered down they plunge. 

From thence— -a spacious plain of darkness, void, <^) 
And rare extends — ^in which no place the foot 
Of resting firm can find, nor balanced wing 
Opposing atmosphere its weight to stay. 
Thro* this — ^low gusts of sadly sighing winds 
Roam moaning mournful— or sinking, as to death 
Their wo-wom spirit:^ yielded, vacant leave 
More dismal silence — ^thro^ which spdctral shapes 
Of ghastly phantasms seem' to, wailing, move, 
Or, with emaciate arm slow-beckoning, point 
To the dark abyss beheath, and sad intreat, 
As all abandoned, wretchedly^ they sink, 
Yieldless deliverance from the deep descent. 
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The fearful vision slow subsided — roll 
On roll of muffled thunder from the depths 
In clap subdued on clap, conflicting — quick 
Succeeding and each other swallowing up, 
Commixed with voices of a fierce import 
With voices clashing in confusion high,. 
As sternly battling in the dark profound, 
And from the lowest heard the smothered din, 
Faint, as remotest, reach the aflrighted ear. 
Here, 'tis reported thro* the panic Hell 
That, when the day of doom arrived, shut up 
With all the reprobate of man, ensealed 
The final judgment — never more to roam. 
But in supreme perdition, endless, closed, 
More fearful prison still awaits the lost. 
Where sunk in deepest depth, denied all light. 
Even that which baleful gleams the lake around, 
The sport of thunders in their native seat, • 
Their magazine and birth-place, and fierce prey 
Of uncreated lightenings, all their force 
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In fury unrestrained put forth— the doomed 

Shall suffer vengeance worthy of a God. 

O'er all incumhent horror broods, that none, 

Not even the prince of the infernal Powers, 

Dare plumb the depth — ^but from the appalling brink 

Back roll a£fnghted, and prefer to trust 

The lake, tho* anguish fuU, whose glare affords 

No guide, within the vast abyss absorpt. 

From thence the right a barren waste presents 
Of snow<^) on snow piled endless^-where to ice 
The heated air congealed, a glittering film 
To unblest eyes presents. To this the lost, 
Fresh from the lake transported, feel the coid. 
From sudden change increased, pierce every joint. 
And seize their soul — till numbing death their powers 
Gradual arrests — and statue-like they stand. 
Eye fixed, limb motionless, all but their sense 
Of subtle spirit lost, increase of wo I 
From thence dismissed, their shattered strength with ease 
And short reprieve to aid, they throng a land 
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Whose ground not fiercest glows. There some in band 

Of dolorous order move— dejected, pale, 

And haggard, from the rest the crowd removed, 

Weakly indignant that to vulgar gaze 

Of grosser spirits, they should be eitpoaed. 

Others in thought of hatred or revenge, 

Tho' hopeless known, and fruitless, yet their souk 

Thereby some soothed, sad solace of despair I 

Sternly amuse — or fiercely muttering vent 

Threat and blaspheming curse against Heaven's king. 

Their shouts and groaning agonies the place, 
Where fenced with adamant, ^^^ triple wall and strong. 
The souls of wretched mortals, for their crimes 
Destined the lake, not sentenced yet, are kept — 
With horrid din resounding, fill with dread 
The guilty throng pale shivering — while their sense 
With every yell vibrates, and shuddering feels 
Woful anticipation. To their view 
Hydras, Chimaeras, Gorgons, Monsters foul, 
Omnigenous, that ever met the eye. 
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Or seen by poet, fierce their rage present, 

And find a prototype. Nor can their gaze 

From off the sickening horrors be withdrawn. 

No avenue that lofty wall, or dome, 

Of massive steel presents-^save thro' a porch 

That fronting stands the draw-bridge, ponderous arch ! 

O'er that black sluggish deep, that thief-like steals 

Around their prison, thrown — ^thro' which, afar. 

The seas of liquid fire beheld, content 

Almost produce with this their dungeon dire* 

Nor to the mouth of their impure abode 

Dare they approach — as o'er the gateway spread 

A Power infernal broods — ^terrific guard 1 

Who for this duty done exemption claims 

From delving in the deep. He, should they chance 

Or curious or unheedful, 'proach the gate, 

Which only opes new habitants to admit, 

Instant his crest uprises — ^firom his eye 

Shoot flames malignant — spread his dusky wings, 

A whip of scorpions and serpentine rage 

f2 
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Fiercely he brandishes— and caught the wretch. 
Such deadly pangs inflict^, as make him wish 
Even in the lake to plunge the lash to 'scape. 
Happy for him if, chance, a soul dismissed 
Fresh from the upper air, by force constrained 
Of him, that gaunt and ghastly Power who sways 
The dead and dying, seek the ponderous gate. 
Quick at the well known voice, which bids him ope 
And give admission to the shuddering sprite, 
His prey is dropped — and quailed the serpent's wrath, 
Well pleased to see another to the crew 
Forlorn added — on to the portal huge 
The fiend grim stalks — and^ rudely flung the hinge, 
While Hell deep groans, bids ghastly welcome in 
The guest recoiling — then with iron clench, 
Whilst yet he falt'ring stands, the victim grasps 
And hurls him nerveless in — a phrensied laugh, 
That rends the trembling dome, gives signal curst. 
That late another inmate 's entered in. 
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All these and more — too dread for mortal song, 

Met Satan^s eye — and glanced malignant o'er, 

A satisfaction of unrighteous joy 

Gave him, to think, tho*- hapless his attempt 

To shake the throne of Heaven, yet from his rule 

Of willing servitude, had been withdrawn 

So many high-ranked seraphs. 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 
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SONNET 

Occasioned by visiting the Rock in the River Mersey, near 
which the Rev. Thomas Spencer(i) was drowned. 

Too famous rock ! far other wares have washed 

Thy rugged sides, than erst in fury lashed 

Thy base of fretted crust— its deep-drilled bore 

Has late been drenched within the briny flood, 

That gushing burst from Sorrow's o'er-swelled store, 

When Pity wept to see the fairest bud. 

That blooming e'er in earthly garden grew. 

Instead of red assume u jath's faded hue. 

O, wherefore* slept diine eye, whose watchful care 

Thy Israel guards, when floods, untaught to spare, 

In triumph bore the gospel chief away, 

And quenched in night our beacon's blazing ray ! 

But hush my soul, nor rash thy Maker brave — 

Nor Spencer sank— for Christ was on the wave I 
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LINES TO MARY. 



Dear friend, conjoined by ties how great. 
By bonds, by links that ne*er are riven. 

Ah I too alike to mine thy fate 
My sister— fellow-heir of heaven I 

Tho' both, alike, are doomed to feel 
Drear disappointment's withering blast, 

Say, can^t we from the future steal 
Fair Fancy's ray to gild the past I 

Fair, O fair 's the flower from thee sprung, 
And bright 's the balm that thou canst pour, 

Yet ah I the heart with anguish rung 
Slight solace finds in Fancy's store. 
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Tho* varied; rich, thine every hue 
Bedeck yon bow*s resplendent beam ; 

Like it, the mists and tempests thro', 
In gaily glowing splendors gleam : 



Tho* heaven's vast difcle, boundless zone, 
Begirt fair Fancy's glittering waist; 

Tho' nature's charms be all thine own — 
Thou cahst not ease the troubled breast. 



No— fuller fount of joy we'll seek, 

Somc^ source fhmi eiaHli'an^ fblly free ; 

Thou spfrinfg of life's* cleair, crystal lake, 
Jesus I that fount is found in thee. 



Redeeming Lord ! how' rich the crown 

Of joys within thy fulness stored ;- 

Happy are they thou'st^ made thine owtiji 

Freely, Hiro' faith-^bdoved, adot^d ! 

o 
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Sister, God's sacred Spirit saith, — 
Our sorrows, swift, afar should flee, 

Did we biitiuse the eye of faith. 
Survey the scenes we do not see. 



Go stricken I pierce yon viewless vail, 
O'er mercy's seraph seat survey 

Thy Jesu s blood, inscribed, reveal 
Kind Heaven's gracious, fixed decree 



" The pillar's fleecy cloud, by day — 
By night, yon glaring pyre of flame 

Shall show thy sheep, Great Word I the way- 
Tho' ever-changing, still the same. 



" Loud wrangling winds may interfere 
That pillar from their view to bear ; 

The pyre of flame become obscure. 
Opposing clouds obstruct its glare ; 
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" Yet, still, the fleece shall float again, 
Yon flame afresh shall burn benign, 

More prized, (eclipsed its value seen) 
And brighter after absence shine. 



<< Affliction's angry winds may blow. 
Life's dearest hopes be all o'ercast. 

But let the sheep of Jesus know, 
Joy's endless sun shall shine at last 



9$ 



Then, Mary, let us cease to mourn, 
Tho* dark, tho' dreary be our lot : 

Jesus I thou'lt yet for us return, 
Jehoyah's saints are ne'er forgot. 

REPI^Y TO THE FOREGOING LINES. 

The sweet counsel sent to me. 

With anxious prayer for Heaven's blessing. 

Is just what T return to thee, 

To calm, to ease thy troubled bosom. 
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Ah I think not Fancy's feeble ray 

Will e'er dispel the douds of sorrow — 

They break but in a brighter day^ 
And Christ's the light that day must borrow. 

Tho* in the xaorn those doucls a|)$>e&r, 
Nor break belore our noon overtake us. 

Will not the ^proach of ereoing cheer 
Thy foJtlQwers» O, thou blessed Jesus I 

Then may this be our only care — 
To bear our cross, and thee to follow ; 

To cling to thee thro' faith, in prayer, 
Until we leave this world of sorrow I 

Jufyy 1818. Mary.* 



* The fact of the ImAj who wrote the above lines, having 
died not long afterwards — her health, long undermined by the cir- 
cumstances alluded to, having at length given way, will probably 
invest them with an interest, which it is hoped will justify their 
insertion in this place. 
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TO MY FATHER ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. C» 

Tho' other bards may tune a lay 
More worthy of thy natal day, 
Believe me, none can bring — 

A song with fonder feelings fraught, 
A song more by affection taught, 
Than that which now I sing. 

May every blessing from above, 

(The spring, the source, the stream of love,) 

Be long — ^be ever thine ; 
The holiest far of earthly ties, 
The all — a father's name implies. 

Kind Heaven, long be mine I 

And when the withering hand of Time 
His knell hath rung — ^his funeral chime — 

Thy task of trouble done ; 
When others part with all their joys. 
Their worldly wealth — ^their earthly toys — 

May thine— but be begun I 6 2 
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SONNET TO J. S. K. 

• 

Spencer I tha' silent long 9iy harp hath lain, 

Andy mourning, nought of melody hath poured, 
Tho' long unwpke of me the heavenly i^tnMAji 

And all-unstrung hath slept the tiyieful chord, 
Yet, mid the gloom that sorrow o*er me flung, 

And woes that too unfeigned my spirit bowed, 
That harp, tho' mute, still from my shoulder hung. 

And marked the whilom minstrel from the crowd 
If now, at length, ta*en down — and, once again, 

To song attuned its long neglected string. 
To thee, the first — her newly wakened strain 

The grateful Muse would, thus, inditing bring : 
For O I mid gloom for years that me oppressed^ 
Thy honored friendship wa» my stay—my rest 

Dec. \SSB. 
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MORNING. 



Fair Morniag, sprung of aolar ray ! 
To thee their joyous greetings pay 

All breath of life that breathe; 
The brute citation swell the choir, 
The feathered kingdom hymns aspire, 

And Flora twines her wreathe. 

Bright parent of the glowing day. 
Mother of the roseate May» 

Shall hand so rude as rnine*^ 
Thine orient blushes dare to paint. 
Thy russet fleece with crimson faint. 

In all-unpolished tine. 
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See Nature, wakening from repose, 
Listless, her beauty's bloom disclose. 

By slumber sweet refreshed ; 
Languid she opes her dewy arms. 
Fair Morning decks her rising charms. 

As queen for crownal blest. 

Grey-streaked, the gauze-enveloped sky. 
Creation's vestal canopy, 

A sober twilight wears ; 
A solemn stillness spreads around, 
Deep-hushed of life the humming sound. 

Deep-hushed corrosive cares. 

Dim mists, dense vapors azure rest. 
The mount is clad in cloudy vest, 

In hood of gloomness capt ; 
The distant ocean 's glassy smooth. 
Upon whose bosom slumbers sooth 

Still saib, in grey haze wrapt 
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But see ! outspread the fluttering wing, 
Up4iaates to hail fair Morning's king, 

Bright lord of cheery smiles ; 
The lark with lFi^tlul eye surveys, 
On ocean fixed lateni his gaze, 

Not heedless of her wiles. 

But vain are alf her magic arts, 

In thraldom sweety love-vanquished hearts 

Tho' framed^ tho' formed to hold ; 
Gre^it light's refulgent lucid source, 
Bright Sol must run his radiant course, 

His course inlaid with gold. 

And, now, the sober gray is changed 
For tints of brighter hue arranged. 

Fair fancy's fleeting shapes — 
Resplendent shines the silver vail. 
The golden pinion, crimson sail, 

That rainbow vainly apes. 
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But see I the mountain's top, illumed, 
Joy's playful smile has just assumed, 

The radiant Monarch seen ; 
Bright heralds quick before him fly, 
Delighted sparkles nature's eye, 

Great Sol engilds the green. 

All-glorious is it now to gaze, 

O'er wide Ancona's glittering maze, 

The vale, the sloping hill ; 
The stream that gaily sparkling flows. 
Scattering diamonds as it goes. 

Yet inexhausted still. 

Yon simple rustic bends his way 
Where, high above, discordant jay 

Her aery castle builds ; 
Yet ere his hand directs the plough, 
On distant turrets gazeth now. 

That glisten o'er the flelds. 
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Ah I who would think that peasant boy. 
Whom, floating, circles every joy. 

Whom every pleasure hails, 
That town immersed in fogs admire, 
Unlike the breath his rustic fire 

That, curling, graceful sails. 

Poor bard I thy tearful wonder cease. 
Survey minute the lordly race, 

Thyself minute survey— 
And discontent with present lot, 
From regal hall to lowly cot, 

Still mopeth mourning sway. 

No more astonished, J. behold 

• 

The country bumpkin flee the fold 

For city's tawdry glare — 
No toiling team salute his eyes, 
No groaning oxen harrow plies — 

The scene is different there. 
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Yet O ! the gaily glowing mead, 
The paths that' o'er the mountain lead, 

The all — that thee confine ; 
The dewy drops on roses sweet, 
Whose gems of odor grateful greet, 

Blind rustic, e'er be mine ! 

Mine be the task, when morning smiles, 
To climb the steep, where circling guiles 

The feathered tribe amuse* — 
Thence the boundless scene survey. 
The wood, the plain, the surging sea — 

O such the lot I choose. 

O I who that knew the pon^ersF of mind 
When, aU-unfettened> unconfined 

O'er infinite it roves-^ 
The city's closely pented streets. 
Where wall with wall continuous meets, 

And folly's v(Hce resounds — 
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Ab I who tbat city's gloom prefer. 
Where faces all a vizard wear, 

H3rpocrisy's gilt mask ; 
And not the rural beauties share, 
Fair nature reigns untrammelled there, 

Dissembling'-^not her task. 

The blush of innocence is thine, 
In thee simplici^ doth shine, 

Fair Pales,^^ lovely Queen I 
The ripening glow of youthful cheek, 
Whose ground of lily roses streak, 

In thee, sweet maid, is seen. 

O, far be hence the courtier train, 
Ye servile herd of vassals mean, 

Nor loveliness pollute ! 
The rural beauties not for you-— 
More worthy be the &vored few 

Who pleasing press their suit 



74 MINOR POEMS. 

But hither come— whose bosom beats 
With pulse that patriot fire heats. 

Your country's faithful sous ; 
Approach-— of freedom's flame the guests, 
Whose arm oppression's course arrests, 

Whose glance a tyrant shuns. 

And O, ye sacred Delphic(^> band, 
Ye wielders of alchymic wand, 

O hither deign to come I 
For you, the landscape's varied hue— 
The bloom of nature all for you — 

For you she shifts the loom. 

Offspring of Promethean sire, 
Almoners of heavenly fire. 

Ye flowers of Amaranth, hail I 
To you I bend the admiring knee. 
Whom prostrate at your feet you see. 

Accept his offering frail. 
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O, could but I your glorious host, 
Tho' but assigned the humblest post, 

O, could I dare to join ; 
My greatest pride I should attain-— 
Immortal honor I should gain, 

Tho' in the rear-ward line. 
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TO JULIA. 



Tho' verse of mine but faintly move the chord, 

Whose soft vibrations sweet delight proclaim, 
Tho' not for me entwined the proud reward 

Which decks the brow of amaranthine fame — 
Yet chance a smile which, to my juster thought, 

The pomp of panegyric far outweighs. 
May grant it*s meed — by love's suggestion taught, 

And pay my toils with more delicious praise. 
But should this object of my fondest pride, 

Malignant fates, in suUen mood, deny, 
Let o'er my harp no finger kindling glide, 

But all its tones in mute oblivion lie : 
Perish the hand that would its slumbers break. 
For whom should then its throbbing ardors wake I 
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PAINTING. 



The fairest tribute of her living lyre 

Would heaven-sprung Poesy to her sister bring, 
While lambent rapture thrilleth o'er its wire, 

Great Nature's rival would the muses sing, — 
Who bids the glowing canvass start to life, 

And o*er inanimate can breathe a soul, 
New worlds arise if she but wave her wand. 

Can death's annihilating rage control. 
For her, immortal as herself, the strain 

Should be endued with power of magic might, 
To reach the height of yon proud towering fane, 

From whence her beacon far illumes the night : 

Where Julia marshals o*er the mystic train. 

And, priestess, there conducts each hallowed rite. 
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TO JULIA. 



When evening shades around are cast^ 

And stars bestud the sky, 
How happy seem the moments past, 

The hour of parting nigh. 



When Julia's spirits drooping sink, 
My soul immersed in sorrow, 

O then how cheering, Loye, to think 
We part — — to meet to-morrow. 
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TO JULIA. 



To bards of venal mould I leave to sing 

Such hollow strains as crouching flattery pours. 
The shrine at which my prouder muse adores, 

Disdains the gifts which fawning votaries bring. 
Nor suits the theme which gilds my humble verse, 

With vulgar glare which tawdry tinsel throws, 
Nor need I aught but simplest truth rehearse. 

Whose faithful mirror best her beauty shows. 
Yet I'll not say, with passion's burning sigh, 

How all her sex my lovely maid excels. 

Time steals its lustre from the sparkling eye, 

And, chance, might break my Julia's witching spells ; 
But let me sing what mocks the mighty foe. 
My love for her—nor change nor end can know. 
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TO 



O, it was not that eyes dark hue, 

That smile in blushing coral set, 
Nor yet that tear of crystal dew, 

Nor e*en thy locks of polished jet; 
'Twas not that form, thy shape divine, 

The eyes that drank of diamond rays, 
O 'twas not those that made me thine, 

I was not caught by beauty's blaze. 
Ah ! no— the glow of beauty's frail. 

Nor long it shines without a cloud. 
And oh ! the fairest form will fail. 

Or soon or late it decks a shroud : 
Ah I no — 'twas firmer band entwined 

My heart in union close with thine, 
Ah I no— on holier height's enshrined 

Within my soul my Caroline. 



MINOR POEMS. 81 

It was the heart of generous mould. 

The soul with purest feelings warmed, 
The mind of candor, truth, the fpld. 

By artless innocence adorned — 
It was the throb of virgin fear. 

That heaving swelled thy guileless breast, 
It was the glance proclaimed me dear. 

It was the sigh announced me blest- 
It was the glance that secret told 

Thy bosom nurtured passion's flame. 
It was the sigh unconscious rolled 

As softly breathed of me the same — 
It was the grace of nameless height, 

It was the all an angel decks. 
It was the all of seraph bright. 

The all — thine image. Love, reflects. 
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COMMERCE. 



All-glorious is it, streaming far, to see 

The pennant floating o'er the curling breeze, 
And mark the borgee(^) sport in wanton glee, 

As bounding proud the ship scarce skims the seas. 
An empire's choicest treasure wafted o'er. 

Now spurns contemptuous the dark heaving tide, 
Her womb rich fraught with India's spicy store, 

The sumptuous dower of Albion's blooming bride. 
Hail, Commerce, hail ! thou equatorean bond, 

Which shore to shore can join, howe'er remote. 
No height so vast thy daring wing beyond. 

No depth of height but what that wing has smote ; 
O still, as erst, of freedom's favorite fond. 

O'er Neptune's isle in guardian hoverings float I 
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TO JULIA. 



Should chance a sigh escape my laboring breast, 

Not for myself is poured the note of woe — 
To me e'en thorns would prove a b^d of rest. 

If, there, I thought thou grief should'st never know; 
But all my pains, as all my pleasures flow 

From one sweet source, and thou of both the spring, 
For when misfortune aims at me a blow, 

I but for thee should never feel its sting. 
But oh I 'tis rending to a lover's heart. 

To see the cheek on which he lives grow wan. 
And tears stand ready from those eyes to start, 

Where lately nought but happy radiance shone ; 
And, then, to think — O keenly aching thought ! 
That but for him such change had ne'er been wrought. 
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TO A FRIEND 

WHO PRESENTED A WALKING-STICK TO THE AUTHOR. 



The staff thou gav'st me, Feanell dear I 
Resembles thy regard for me ; 

On it I rest— while walking here, 
In thee a sure support I see. 



No farther may allusion go. 
The love, regard on which I lean, 

Is nothing frail— no, Fennell, no — 
It sha'n't be snapt so soon I ween. 
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TO JULIA. 



Lady ! a heart is mine, whose every pulse 

Beats passion's self, and only beats for thee — 
Lady— that heart can writhing pangs convulse. 

But keenest then — ^when thou their author be. 
Lady — a heart which throbs at every look, 

And from an eye its tone receives, is mine — 
Lady — that heart hath ne'er its faith forsook, 

For oh ! its wish, its every thought is thine. 
Then wherefore try if it can anguish prove. 

And thrilb of most ecstatic poignance feel, 
O hazard not the peace of him you love. 

The boiling wave may cold at length congeal : 
O think — ^the heart with passion most replete. 
If changed the stream— could likewise keenest hate. 
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EPIGRAM 

On the Correspondence which took place between the Earl of 
Mount- Cashel and the Bishop of Ferns. 



The loss of Ferns as his Suffragan 
May Dublin's Bishop we^p, 

For Arch-Ceaihel iti bis diocese 
Doth visitation keep. 



Nor this be all the change to mourn, 

What ftirther do we see— 
The temporal Lord become the spiritual, 

The spiritual temporal be. 
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TO A NEAR RELATIVE. 



I faiD would gtrike the softest, sweetest ehord 

A friendly Muse amid her lyre ean bo<^ 
And when it melts in gentle rapture most. 

Its mellow tones shall I'Hth my theme accord^- 
For O ! my Charlotte 'a mild as devry gale, 

That sheds the spring where'er its pinions waft, 
Or crimson glow that blusheth o'er the vale, 

When setting Phoebus bends bis golden shaft. 
Yes, she is all, and more than verse can say, 

Tho' e'en an angel should dictate the line. 
Then O I how poor must prove my humble lay 

A fitting chaplet for her brow to twine ; 
But here— ninneeded is the poet's art. 
My Charlotte's worth is graved on every heart 
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TO MY SISTER. 



Tho* mine 's a heart against whose stubborn mould 

Severest storms may vain direct their rage, 
Tho' Andes* head, which clasping snows enfold, 

Defies the war which wintry tempests wage. 
Yet is it not 'gainst genial kindness proof. 

Nor, when assailed by Sol's more friendly ray, 
Retains the stemess of its chilly roof, 

But melts relaxing in the glow of day ; 
E'en thus, that heart, the less with great compare, 

Which all-unmoved the ruthless blast sustained, 
Now, softening, yieldeth to a milder air. 

And owns a tear by thy affection gained. 
Alice I should e'er my verse be known to fame, 
Thy tribute kind hath bought a deathless name. 
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TO ANNA. 



Lovely Maiden^ see the rose, 
See it perfume yonder bower, 

See it . beauty's bloom disclose, 
Spread its bosom to the shower. 

Beauteous girl, see the lily^^) — 
See it bow its drooping head ; 

Its fragments strew the valley. 
Blasted on its lowly bed. 

Lovely Maiden, thou the rose^ 
Thou, the flower heavenly fair, 

Ah, where'er my Anna goes, 
Beauty's train attends her there. 

Lily, emblem sad of me. 

Beauteous Maiden, read my soul, 

See me pine^-^and pine for thee — 

Blight untimely o'er me roll. 

12 
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EVENING. 

The western sky is bathed in fluid gold, 
Bright festooned drapery glows in crimson fold, 
Mild gleams of radiance smile around, 
In lambent glitter kiss the ground 
Faint Sol's expiring rays — 
His glance of parting plays, 
O'er hill and dale his eyes of softness bound. 



In yonder grove where, lately, frowning stood 
The stately trees demure, in sable hood, 
The groupe like smiling dames appear. 
Bright waving flows their auburn hair — 
The tresses dark are changed 
For golden locks arranged, 
And aged monarchs crowns of glitter wear. 
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The houses, hillocks are but half illumed, 
As eyes dejected prove a smile assumed ; 
Sofl-burnished gleams the cloister d aisle, 
As caught the ray the gothic pile ; 
The windows painted light, 
In tints of mellow bright. 
Casts golden figures round the nave the while. 



The melting rays now linger in the glen, 
Now cross the path where war-accoutred men 
On steeds of spirit sweep along — 
Loud-clanging rings the clattering throng ; 
From glistening helmet gleams 
The play of passing beams, 
While strains its throat the brazen trumpet strong. 
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The heavenly traveller now *s receding iieist, 
Earth's utmost verge of flame is almost past, 
Yet ere he seeks his ruby bed, 
The glowing lover turns his head. 
High swells his utmost soul, 
The final glance is stole — 
At length away, with straining bound, he*s fled. 



See pale-ey'd Evening— dewy mother, bends. 
To dusky earth her starry flight she wends — 
Her handmaids dun around her wait, 
Dull shadows, sombre, deck her state ; 
And now her pennons soar, 
Extended, now, no more. 
Composed, unruflSed is her graceful gait. 
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And with her, too, her pensive sister 's seen, 
Downcast her eye of blue, demure her mien, 
Half-shrinking, Silence earth surveys, 
Admiring earth its homage pays — 
No rudely rebel sound 
Intrusive's heard around. 
Forgot each harsher note in softened gaze. 



Save, where the distant rill, in sportive mood, 
0*er barrier slight soft pours its silver flood, 
And, as its glitt'ring waters play, 
l^allid Cynthia's tremulous ray 
The beauteous mirror views. 
Her loveliness imbues ; 
While kisses sweet the friendly painter pay. 
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Hail, gentle Eve I to contemplation dear, 
Now, hushed, no harsher passion dare appear — 
Hour this to meditation due, 
Begetting pleasures ever new ; 
Grave Science now unfolds 
The treasured gems she holds, 
Displayed to searching gaze each sparkling hue. 



And this the time to court the willing Muse, 
O such the hour for dalliance soft they choose ; 
Lo, now their choicest charms unveiled, 
Their every witching grace revealed, 
O, haste with pressing suit, 
O, cull the luscious fruit, 
O, pluck the blossom ere its sweets be sealed I 
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But, yonder see— in gentle, silken bands, 

In heart united nor alone in hands, 

Sauntering down the silent grove, 

Whispering now how much they love, 
A tender youthful pair, 

While aU the rustics stare. 

And laugh to laugh resounds as on they rove. 



And now that ruined building, ancient, old, 
Of flipping owls and flitting bats the hold, 
With rugged, canker-eaten walls. 
From which the tendrilled ivy falls. 
The haunt of fay and sprite. 
Hath hid them in its night, 
Where ghost to gliding ghost sepulchral calls. 
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All-glowing, there, the tender tale they tell, 
Distrust nor wounds them nor suspicion fell, 
Yet while romantic thus they rave, 
The web of passion closer weave, 
In pity 's heaved a sigh, 
Where, streaming solemn, nigh, 
The drooping garland decks the maiden^^^ grave. 



Thence milky mothers softly-lowing stand. 
From tripping milk-maid soothing aid demand ; 
Dull chanticleer, perched mid his dames. 
Sits nodding over amorous dreams ; 
Spare cricket chirpeth shrill — 
From flickering embers fill 
Their pipes the ploughmen stretch'd beside the flames. 
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The bustling winds now pierce the rustling grore, 
The nodding plumes salute as, z^hyrs rov«*<- 
The mount 's one settled gloom alon^-* 
But, streaming, hsrkl the soiemn song** 
Their moursfiil yespen chaunl 
Pale Monks, wifck yigils gaunt, 
The deep*toned bell now sinks— «ow swells along. 



Of darker hue and datrkly d&eipet still, 
Diffusing shades descraicl the frowning hill ; 
Pale Evening ends her placid reign^ 
To Night surrenders the domain*— 
Tired Nature's sable girt. 
In sleep reposed inert. 
While watch preserves her folthfiil starry train. 

K 
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The feather'd tribes have each retired to rest. 
Each blithesome bird is settled in her nest, 
All but the pensive Philomel— 
O'er waving hill and winding dell 
She pours her plaintive strain, 
The towVing heights complain, 
And echoes sad the mourner's warbling quelL 



The harmless herd have, drowsy, ceased to low. 
The tingling bell yet wanders to and fro. 
But rarely now, with humming sound. 
The beetle wings her airy round; 
The glow-worm lights his fires, 
Displays his shining spices,^ \ 
At interval is heard the deepening hound. 
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The Moon miyestic rides in argent field, 
0*er Nature's realms the sceptre proud to wield ; 
Mild-dazzling now her glow of light. 
Now gauzeous veil obscures her sight-— 
The meadow's quiv'ring spears 
Are tipp'd with crystal tears, 
The pearly drops are ranged in glitter bright 



High snow-capp'd towers, soaring, sail .along, 
And fleecy waves on waves tumultuous throng; 
The moon is clad in sable shroud. 
Now, faint emerging from the cloud, 
She glimmers starry-small. 
Again 'tis darkness ail- 
Now fully swells her orb in beauty proud. 



\ 
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But see — ^with sudden iash the grove iliumed. 
Each shrub and tree a lurid g^are assumed; 
Doth Sol desert his western- bed 
And measure back his lucid tread> 
Or ardent Comet gaze. 
Display his boundless blaze. 
By Night's dark eyes a vanquished captive led ! 



The buxom maidens each, in Sunday suit, 
Loud-laughing Uip aloteg Hith lightsome foot. 
Now cast the soul-ensnating glance. 
While blushes deep each charm enhance ; 
Nor deeper is the glow 
That blazing fire doth show, 
Round which the shouting rustics joyous dance. 
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The village out hath poured her hardy sons, 
With gaping haste each swain high-bounding runs; 
The gray-haired sire—^the maiden fair-— 
The beldame old— the infant's there : 
Now, active o'er the pile, 
While sweethearts proudly smile, 
The jostling youths the spring elastic dare. 



Deep-droning drawl the squeaking pipes along, 

The unrosined viol leads the laughing throng ; 

'Tis nought but mirth and glee around, 

The shuffling hob-nails thump the ground— 

The bustling plough-boys prance, 

They foot the clumsy dance. 

While grinning gazers clap with nod profound. 
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But hark I at hUnd the faintly plaislting oar^- 
The wearied fisherman late seeks the shore — 
And beauteous o'er the glassy lake 
Reflected plays the tufted brake->^ 
Light shoots the skiff along. 
As humming o*er a seng, 
The boatman steers the prow round jutting peak. 



Faint dimpling smiles the icy-^smooth expanse. 
The roving zephyr caught her silv'ry glance — 
Beams vaulted hemisphere on high, 
Beneath unnumbered spangles lie--* 
An arch of studs divine, 
A rival moon doth shine, 
The placid flood is paved with glittering sky. 
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But see t with lurid ring the moon s beset, 

» 
Obscured her ray the sky is veiled in jet — 

The eyes of heaven closed the while, 

Away is fled the starry smile — 

A deluge dark descends, 

Empyrean dam it rends, 

Down bursts the firmament's vast ocean-pile. 



Rebellows hoarse the thunder's grating roar, 
The electric fire fierce darts along the shore — 
Now blazing bolts are hissing quenched, 
In filtering seas the lightning's drenched, 
Now sports in horrid ma^e, 
In dread mender plays. 
With smell sulphureous all the air is stenched. 
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The growling storms now dive into the deep, 
The frantic surge is whirPd into a heap — 
The thundering pile now threats the skies, 
With horrid crash now cloven lies — 
Dark yawns a dread abyss, 
The sands up-scattered hiss, . 
With deadly sweep the hail enfuriate flies. 



The sullen heavens now have ceased to speak, 
Their kindled eye to flash on blazing peak — 
The spouting tempest slow subsides — 
Again the moon majestic rides — 
With tumultuous roar, 
In mountains to the shore, 
The deep uprais'd still stalks with giant strides. 
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But see-^afar some shining meteor glows, 
Thro* drizly veil expiring light it shows — 
Resplendent flashes now its be^m, 
Now vanishes the fickle flame, 
But hark I a madden'd shriek — 
Or is it fancy's freak. 
That frantic o'er the gulphing eddies came. 



A moment, now, the deepened cloud removed, 
The agitating fear too true approved. 

The moon-beam, see, hath caught a shroud, 
Again the thunders echo loud — 
While reeling to and fro. 
Now high, now buried low, 
The groaning bark with weight of wo is bowed. 
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And hark I a pealing gun re-echoes loud, 
On crackling deck the pallid victims crowd — 
The mother 's fixed in horror dread, 
Now starts along with maddened tread — 
Now views the gulphing seas— 
Now caught her infant*s gaze. 
She shrieking swoons — ^with paleness overspread. 



The bark high-bounding, now> in terror flies 
Conflicting eddies now the vessel rise — 
The keel 's upheaved in middle air — 
With horrid shock her bosom bare 
Meets again the angry wave, 
Vain *s the attempt to save, 
The jrawning whirlpool knows not how to spare. 
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But cease, my Muse — ^nor further dftre to stray, 
The dappled east bespeaks approaching day, 
Then cease, my Muse — ^nor dare to tell 
What fate the hapless bark befel — 
Or if she made the land. 
Or whether on the strand 
The grizly monster rung his hollow knell. 
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TO 



WHOSE RESIDENCE WAS ON A HILL. 

If man should rejoice to be like the great Jove, 

Rejoice may I when I will— 
The hearts of us both are the altars of love, 

My heaven is too on a hill. 



IMPROMPTU * 

On the Vicar- General of , playfully addressing the 

Curates present at a Clerical Meeting, under the appellation 
of " Atoms of Creation,'* and desiring them to rise. 



Saith the Vicar one day — ^giving way to the risible, 
Creation's Atoms, ye Curates I quick, get up— 

Quoth Rueful, replying — ^Atoms are indivisibh 
Then prithee I poor Curates don't culup. 

•Fact. 
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VALENTINE<^ TO ELIZA. 



COlfPOSBD FOR A FRIBND AT HIS RSQUBST. 



When others pen the glowing verse, 
And burning spread the impassioned line. 

When others all their vows rehearse, 
And bow them low at beauty*s shrine, 



O, wherrfore> mid the votive crowd, 
Should real love alone be dumb, 

And silence only him enshroud, 
Whom tender lays would most become I 

h 
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For — others bleeding hearts may feign. 
And seem to heave the smothered sigh, 

They may of anxious throbs complain — 
And fiutterings when Eliza's nigh ; 

They may — ^that bosom's kindling heave, 
Which scarce the snowy veil can hide, 

They may — ^thy ringlets graceful wave. 
Extol in love's dissembled tide ; 



But oh I the flush of hectic hue, 
The dewy tinge of sickly pale, 

Which, varied, each my cheek imbue, 
A passion more intense reveal. 

They speak a language can't be feigned — 
They tell a tale cannot be false-— 

They speak a heart with anguish pained, 
O'ercome by Cupid's fierce assaults. 
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Eliza ! on thy lover smile, 

In pity bid his sufferings end — 
Let hope his pining cares beguile, 

And all her cheering comforts lend ; 

So-— shall again the blushing rose, 
In manly ardor's vivid glow. 

Her tints of sunny bloom disclose, 
And o'er his cheek her mantle throw : 

So — shall around his £sdthful heart 
Thine image more and more entwine, 

So, life nor death shall ever part 
Eliza — from her Valentine. 
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TO 



MMMidMiM 



Whenever << Auld Lang Syne** is played. 

Then I will think of thee— 
Whene'er you hear it, dearest maid, 

Then you will think of me. 



And— -dearest I then you'll think of one 
Whose lore was fond and true — 

And then Til think of her that 's gone, 
Who loved me fondly too. 
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We part — and must — ^for oh I the fire 

That feeds upon my soul, 
Cannot be quenched — ^it burneth higher 

When I its rage control. 



Then— &re thee well, thou dearest girl, 

The pain be all my own — 
I'll save thy innocence from peril. 

Then weep— but^weep alone. 



1818. 
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ABSENCE— AN ELEGY. 



In vain I strive to raise the lofty strain. 
The Muse dejected bolder flight denies. 

In vain I seek to give my fancy rein, 
Enfeebled fancy, low, enervate, lies. 



For she who gave that fancy force to fly, 
From whom her wing derived excursive power. 

No longer, now, lights up my sunken eye, 
Nor gives its fieetness to the raptured hour. 
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How can I soar to themes of high import, 
When every feeling owns a poignant wound, 

If with its anguish I should dare dbport. 
And swell the string to sorrow only tuned ! 

Then, farewell-— thoughts of lofty, high intent I 
In which enraptured, erst, I used indulge, 

I, now, no more shall strain the steep ascent 

From whence the nine their living lays promulge ; 

But wandering, lonely, mid the leafless wood, 
Whose mourning murmurs to my sighs respond, 

While twilight shades me in her ashen hood. 
To moaning echoes tell my deep despond — 

Or, o'er the margin of the sea-beat shore. 

Teach blusteriug winds to roll the notes of wo. 

My deep complaint immerge in ocean's roar. 
Till tears of pity from the sea-nymphs flow — 
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Or, plunged amid the cloister's soothing gloom, 
Bid silence listen to my loud lament, 

Affright the stillness of the shrouded tomb. 
While rending anguish finds a bursting vent : 

Ye mouldering walls, ye sadly-storied aisles I 
With me your grave demeanor well accords — 

On me no eye with soft affection smiles, 
Nor kindred sigh a faithful love rewards. 

Let others strain the steep Aonian mount, 
And gain the height where fame's proud standard 
streams, 

Let others sip Pieria's wizard fount, 
Where gulling fancy sheds her fairy dreams I 

For their's no heart by gnawing anguish torn, 
Nor soul bowed down beneath oppressive wo ; 

Not cast, like me, on earth's vast stage, forlorn, 
The child of grief, alike, where'er I go. 
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How can I soar to themes of high import, 
When every feeling owns a poignant wound, 

If with its anguish I should dare disport. 
And swell the string to sorrow only tuned I 

How can I leave the eagk-traok behind, 
When flagging; spirits to my thought suggest, . 

And trailing pinioBi by their droop remind—- 
No more with Caroline my sight is blest I 
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RETURN. 

COMPOSED AT SEA. 

No more, a starless exile, now, I stray 

Where fate directeth or where fortune drives, 
For see, emerging from the sparkling spray, 

Idalia's* smile my every hope revives — 
She points the way to where the Graces wait 

To light the torch by passion's lord bestowed ; 
Their beauties, glowing with congenial heat, 

The wanderer welcome to their bright abode. 
My many sorrows, now, are quick forgot, 

Which love had suffered of his all bereft ; 
With heart exulting in its blissful lot, 

I taste the joy which long my bosom left: 
While clasped to faithful love's impassioned breast. 
In Caroline I feel supremely blest 

* A name of Venus. 
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TO ANNA, 

With a Brooch, as a Memorial of Friendship, which had been 
fonnerly presented to her by the Author, and which she had 
just returned to him, after a separation of two years. 



This gift accept— the offering of an heart, 

A wo-wom heart, that once but beat for thee — 

That to its core now feels the piercing smart, 
A heart that bleeding groans — I am not free. 



This gift accept — ^'twas once the pledge of love — 
Was ever love more ardent, more sincere. 

Say, was it not each vulgar thought above. 
Say Anna— hast thou since e'er found its peer! 
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This gift accept— a friendly hand bestows, 
0> why be thus denied a fonder name I 

But madman hush— nor rashly e'er disclose-— 
Two years elapsed, thou could'st not be the same I 



This gift accept — ^whene'er it meets thine eye. 
In pity o*er my memory shed a tear. 

Give me, no more I ask, the soul-drawn sigh, 
Then quick forget — that still I linger here. 



July, 1818. 
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LINES W 

ON BEING PRESENTED A LOCK OF HAIR AS A MEMORIAL. 



Thou raven lock, pure passion^s sacred pledge! 
That, fondly, back to my admiring eye 
Recalls the image fair of her I love, 
If aught of monitor that eye requires, 
Where, e'er, my Caroline doth sit enshrined — 
Hail, sacred relic, hail I be ever dear — 
As now thy tendrils ever glad my sight ; 
And that thou wilt — the many nameless charms 
Which, lambent, round about her sportive play, 
Prove to my thought— tho' not on personal grace, 
And fairer fickle fancy never drew. 
Alone, complete, is my affection built. 

M 
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The soul where ever-glowing genius dwells, 
Where candor, full-unveiled, disdaining cloak, 
E'er holds her seat — in firmer, surer band, 
Insoluble, beyond the power of chance, 
Tho* strong, or stem decree of fate severe. 
Fast holds my heart — hail, sacred relic, hail ! 
As now be ever dear. 
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TO LADY 



A person of peculiar mildness, who was playfully accused by 
her friends of being *' as blind as a Bat.*' 



IVe heard lliee, Lady, oft complain, 
Madona modest feared it true, 

'Twas said, O foul, such beauty stain ! 
Less blind by far a bat than you. 



But, Lady, if the truth were told, 
That truth a secret would reveal, 

'T would tell of some in captive-hold, 
Of souls thine eyes of witchery steal. 
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Yes, Lady, there are hearts that prove 
Love's liquid rays thine eyes illume ; 

Whose souls with soft emotion move, 
And from thy glance await their doom. 



Then, Lady, be not trouble-tossed, 
Its fear forsake Madona's mind. 

Too many know — love-mazed, love-lost, 
'Tis Cupid — not Mama is blind. 



MINOR POEMS. 125 



LINES 

To an Apple-tree, under whose shade a Lady composed some 
beautiful Lines, in Spring 1818, which she had the kindness 
to address to the Author. 



Thy glittering branch, Pomona's plant I 
Presents a rich, a novel view,— 

Thy neighbours, each, with blossoms pant, 
But fruit, alone, engildeth you. 



Nor this be all the Muse can find 
In thee, Hesperian tree, to praise, — 

We've heard of fruit ere summer shined, 
But forced were all their ruddy rays. 

m2 
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Thy wit increased since days of yore, 
No Paris doth it now require, 

The richest fruit thou'st ever bore 
Thyself hast given Euterpe's lyre. 
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TO ANNA, 

ON SEEING HER UNEXPECTEDLY AT A PUBLIC ASSEMBLY. 



Ah why, my heart, that bursting throb. 

Why this fever in ray veins — 
Ah, wherefore is that maddened sob, 

4 

Tell me what this tumult means I^^i 



Ah, wherefore is that thrilling shock. 

Why ray brain be all on fire — 
Ah, why my knees, convulsive, rock, 
4 What — emotion such inspire I 



■K"<^W»ii^— ^ 
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Ah, why my trembling limbs refuse 
Their tottering load to bear — 

Why mists and clouds my sight suffuse, 
Objects, all, confusion wear I 



'Tis she herself I — ah, see that face — 
Once it fondly beamed on me, 

Tis she herself, her every grace. 
Oh, help ! I faint 
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TO JULIA. 



The beach droops deserted, love's current withdrawn — 
The fair queen of night, her bright consort away — 

The sky is all-gloomy, till gold-glowing dawn — 
Thus, dearest I thy lover deprived of thy ray. 



The meadow glows green, when young spring's re- 
turning— 

The lake, dimpling, smiles at her zephyr s soft sigh- 
Yon mountain-top glistens, in solar ray burning — 

Thus, Love ! I but live in the light of thine eye. 
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TO 



Altho' Apollo's golden lyre 

Forbids a rival's claim, 
When pouring forth celestial fire, 

Itself — immortal fame ; 

Yet, still, at least with one of those 
Who stride Olympic plains, 

Thy poet equal honor knows, 
An equal honor gains : 

E'en him who hurls destruction's lance, 
Which frantic furies hew — 

If Mars but lives in Paphia's* glance. 
On me — she smileth too, 

• A name of Venus. 



MINOR POEMS. 131 



EPIGRAM 

Occasioned by the reiterated proclamations of the Grocers 
throughout the United Kingdom, declarative of the <' great 
fall in Teas." 



Shout the Grocers, come buy — for the Teas they are 

falling — 

If so — and it prove not a ruse, 

Good reason the gentlemen have for their bawling. 

For their T* will now come into U*. 

• 



1834. 
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SONNET TO 



Oh ! did we ne*er disunion sadly know, 

Too happy would each passing moment be, 

But vanity is stamped on all below, 

Nor e'en our loves are from its image free. 

Then whilst, deep-humbled at the mournful thought, 

The world's best joys as empty we lament, 

And weep that hopes which cheered our sanguine 

youth, 
Should by ourselves, alas ! be rudely rent, 
O let lis, each, in supplication raise 
Our voice to Him who rules the human heart. 
And pray that He who stills the stormy seas. 
May bid commotion from our souls depart. 
So — shall unruffled all our moments prove. 
Nor harsher winds disturb the peace of love. 
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LINES. 



Tell me, why — ^ye lowering skies, 

Wherefore this unusual gloom, 
Why, no more thy glories rise. 

Has thy Phcebus found a tomb ! 
Art thou thus in sable drest. 

Dost thou wear the garb of wo. 
Shrouded is thy snowy breast, 

Mourning his departed glow ; 
Or, whether, pitying me, 

Sympathetic is thy gloom — 
Does it grieve thee, thus, to see 

Where I wither ere my bloom I 
Dost thou hide thy lucid face, 

Veil the sparkle of thine eye. 
Breathe a shadow o'er thy grace, 

Emulous with me to vie ; 



N 
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Canst thou feel for woes like mine, 

Didst thou hear them whispering sigh 
'Twere ill-natured didst thou shine. 

When my night of death is nigh I 
Ah, no clouds enwrap the sky, 

Dazzling still is Sol'is bright ray, 
In myself the gloom doth lie. 

Ah, my love is far away I 
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TO ANNA. 



My heart is breaking— -wherefore is it- 
Anna, thou alone canst tell— - 

O, that we had never met 
Or that I'd not loved so well I 



My heart is breaking — O 'tis dreadful 
Thus to love — ^yet love in vain, 

Why was I of thee so heedful, 
Doomed to meet no love again ! 
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My heart is breaking— yet I will not 
Ask thee what thou ne'er should'st give- 

And — — — Love, I would not 
Wish, tho* I should cease to live — 



Beloved lost-Love — all I ask thee, 
Is — to give me what you can, — 

Blend the tear of sorrow with me 
That love so hapless e'er began 1 
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ABSENCE- 



Ah, who can say how deep in anguish nielt 

The o'er-stretched feelings of the breaking heart, 
Ahy whpj)ut he whose soul hath writhing felt 

The si^aH severe of sorrow's tear-tipped dart, 
Within whose bosom hallowed love hath dwelt, 

Ah, who )?ut Jje can tell, what wo-:— to part I 
Ah I nojie Jbut he c.an ^ay? why every s.cepe 

Appears to me overcast y!r\j^ JpweriQg glQom, 

. WJby obje^.^ .wear the t,wilight of t^e tomb. 

Where, lately, nougl^t but gilded mirth had been— 

Ah I he can ^jpeak, from mo^rnflil memory, why, 

» 
I, thus, appear in baggard musings lost, 

Why fled ,the lustre from my sunken eye, 

And sad I roam like some poor troubled ghost. 
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TO JULIA. 

The man that's blest with such a love as thine 

May little care what iUs to him befal, 
Tho' fate for him her sternest woes should twine, 

One smile from thee would more than pay for all- 
Then when I think that but for me thy heart 

Affection throbs, in tender strife with mine, 
I feel the thought a living strength impart, 

And round me nature, all-unclouded, shine. 
Yes, dearest object of my early love, 

Source of my joys, sweet solace of my pains I 
In thee I recognize the Hand above — 

To bless the past and gladden what remains. 
To thee my infant muse attuned her lays. 
That muse mature— is proud to sing thy praise. 

1834. 



THE BARD, 



A POEM IN TWO CANTOS. 



The scene of the following Poem is laid at the times 
of the Heptarchy ; when the Britons, being driven by 
the Saxons from the oth.er p^rts of England, were 
obliged to take refuge in that portion entitled Cymri 
or Cambria. 



THE BARD. 



CANTO I. 

Where is the harp that wildly-fitful rung, 
O'er Cambria's hills in strains of softness sung — 
Where is the hand that swept the trembling lyre, 
Ah, where the seraph's voice, the soul of fire I 
Far other scenes than wont with joy resound, 
Far other scenes now, melting, float around, 
Cadwallin's silver tones : O dreary change I 
The dungeon's gloom for Snowdon's airy range. 
Yet not Lewellyn's lofty hall can boast, 
Amid its gorgeous, proudly-glittering host. 
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Who with the fettered captive may compare, 
Tho' nobles high — tho' Cambria's prince be there. 
O I why be man of sceptred height denied, 
While empires vast he wield, his passion's pride 
Within the bounds of reason to control, 
And hold in vassalage his haughty soul I 
Nor age, nor office — e'er as sacred deemed, 
Altho' a chorbter from on high he seemed. 
From shackles vile protected Cymri*s bard. 
Or could his harp from profanation guard. 
He dared the monarch's rash resolve to chide, 
He bade the youthful king, content, abide 
Within the bounds necessity had placed, 
Nor rage to be with crown of Mercia graced. 
Some dastard chiefs, the muses foe and scorn. 
The king persuade, with art of malice born, 
The mighty master of the magic wire. 
Of bribes seduced, did with his foes conspire. 
And now a dungeon's frowning walls enclose 
The matchless chief of song — on flags repose 
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His wearied members— oft, in vain he tried 
To tune his harp— the quivering accents died 
Upon the blast that, rushing thro' the grate, 
Moaned a death-dirge, portending minstrel's fate. 
Yet, not to fear resigned, Cadwallin's soul 
Felt its own dignity — majestic roll 
His eyes of mildness^-no tear of sorrow 
Hath stained his cheek, or graven there a furrow. 
His master's hapless state, a prey to knaves, 
More than his own his bosom's pity craves— 
And, while his chain's harsh clank salutes his ear, 
Not for himself his cheek the pallid fear 
Betrayed — ^for Cambria the thrilling dread 
Played o*er his thought, for her his color fled. 
But now an order from the king arrives 
To bring the bard before him — quickly rives 
The warder joyed his galling bolts of steel, 
And, reverent, shows how much the nation feel 
Cadwallin's wrongs. Their course they now prepare ; 
Upon the minstrel's shoulders silver hair 
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Displays its decent folds — his better hand 
A friendly staff supports — the winds expand, 
Out- swelled, his darkly-floating robe of gray. 
Then o*er his harp in pensive murmurs play, 
Which to his heart his hand, in fondness, pressed, 
Cadwallin's earthly treasure, all, caressed. 
In sable garb, immerged in silent wo. 
Their harps unstrung, as grave they onward go. 
One hundred bards attend their chief along. 
Thrice fifty bowmen swell the stately throng. 
The gaping crowd in awe-struck wonder gaze. 
Then o'er their brow a shuddering horror plays, — 
To see a sacrilegious band profane 
The man of inspiration — scarce refrain 
Their pious minds, full high to phrenzy wrought, 
To slay the guard and expiate their fault 
The stately regal hall now meets their eye. 
Twelve towering pillars threat the lofty sky ; 
By twice ten steps the entrance proud they gain. 
By twice ten steps ascend the solemn train. 
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They enter, slow, Lewellyn's hall of state, 
Where Cymri's prince, in robes majestic, sate. 
Stern was his brow a glorious coronet wore, 
His princely hand a regal sceptre bore ; 
An ivory throne, with gold and diamonds graced, 
In velvet canopy, the king embraced— 
On either side his courtiers marshalled stand, 
In ermine clad, each chief throughout the land-— 
With target bright, apart, the spearsmen wait, 
. Apart, the bowmen range their glittering state. 
In equal fold back rolls the minstrel train, 
Their chief encircling — meanwhile scarcely deign 
Lewellyn's eyes to note the homage low 
The bards have made him, while the nobles show — 
How highly they disdain on whom the brow 
Of sceptred majesty with hate doth glow. 
And, now, with herald's voice resound the walls, 
The king commanding on the Bard he calls. 
And loud proclaims— >that, ere the sentence passed, 
His gracious lord vouchsafes to be addressed. 
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Cadwallin's visage glows with light divine. 

Celestial glories o*er his ringlets shine, 

Prone falls his staff-Hslow-raised he stands erect. 

His eyes around their sparkling rays direct, 

A kindling rapture, slow, his harp inspires. 

Immortal flames play, lambent, o'er its wires ; 

Before the throne he makes obeisance low, 

And boweth thrice, a reverence meet to show : 

Upon the monarch then his saze is fixed. 

Forth bursts his voice, with noteswild-throbbing mix*d 

Awake my harp, Cadwallin calls ! 
Awake I and thro' Lewellyn's halls, 
Where slimy Slander dares to lift her voice. 
Quick thine accents raise; 
In full refulgent blaze. 
Thy master's honor now, afar, would shine : 
Bid victor truth o'er all her foes rejoice, 
And let the glorious conquest all be thine ! 
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Tell, that minstrel's soul would spurn, 
From where it soars on high despise — 
What abject traitors bosoms move> 
And makes them dastard rebels prove. 
O tell, what noble angers burn. 
How deeply, glowing crimson dyes, 
With ashen hue in turn, 
His cheek when, false, implies 
Some foul-tongued recreant, that sordid love 
Of paltry gold was not his soul above ! 

Mammon's foul and filthy brood 
Ne'er in him could find a rest — 
Mark where Snowdon long has stood. 
There the eagle builds her nest ; 
Never could the love of gold 
Taint the breast where music dwells. 
Nor the soul to lucre sold, 
E'er be held in poesy's spells. 
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No — far brighter, purer fire 
Burns upon the shrine within. 
Where the muses deign inspire. 
Earthly fiame no place can win : 
O^er tl^e dark and deep morass 
Flickers false, deceitful ray — 
Where, o'er Penmaen, thunders passi, 
There it is — the lightnings play. 

Then think not that Cadwallin's soul 

Could e*er to treason stoop, 
That gold could quench the living coal. 

Bid the flaming altar droAp ; 
He ne'er could head the hostile troop, 
Upon his country desolation roll. 
Fire her plains of tufted rock, 
Robe her hills in gory frock. 
Pollute her land with impious brand. 
Unfurl her foeman'a bkuiiing scroll — 
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Ah, no — the soul to inspiration given, 

Enlightened by a ray divine. 
Must still revere the will of heaven, 
And worship where its radiance shine. 
It must respect its country's head. 
It must obey the choice of heaven. 
And ne'er aside be led, 
From loyalty be riven ; 
But ardent glow. 
With love o'erflow, 
Its glad allegiance e*er its hallowed king be given. 

Cadwallin paused, while o'er the breathless crowd 
His eye rolled stern; his glance of lightning showed 
A fiery vigour, ready-stored to blast 
Foul Slander's minions — back recoiled, aghast, 
Each hollow bosom at the withering sight, 
Nor bore the burden of that awful light 
His locks dishevelled, wildly-waving, streamed 
In fluttering phrenzy — all the prophet seemed 
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Swelled in hi^ look, while wilder throbs assumed 
His harp enraged, as thus the bard resumed : 

PerdjU^on on the wretch who dares. 

Within his monarch's ear 
The poison's deadly juice instily 
On unsuspecting goodness gain ! 
Virtue, worth he never spares. 
Far from him be honest fear, 
His rule of right 's his own dark will. 
With him no dread of infamy's foul stain. 

His senseless soul 's securely steeled 

Within its own dark shrine ; 
On it in vain may virtue shine, 
It still remains congealed — 
It cannot feel for others worth. 

Its idol is itself^ 
And ne'er to love hath given birth. 
But love of cursed pelf* 
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As shuns the owl disclosiog light, 
But ceases to be mute> 
And screams his hideous hoot. 
When shrouded by the gloom of night — 
As bravos do their ruthless deeds, 

When Cynthia *s veiled her face, 
In clouds the murderous arrow speeds, 
The unsuspecting traveller bleeds. 

Unknown from whence the place — 
Thus, Slander's darkly stabbing tongue. 

Hateful, flies the glare of truth. 
Around its tabid venom flung. 
Deep infixed its rabid tooth — 
We feel its deadly bite, 
We share its mortal spite. 
Unseen the source, 
We feel its force, 
We feel the pang, the cause denied our sight. 
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Yet soon or late shall Vengeance come, 
And strike the doomed offender dumb — 
With horrid, hideous crash. 
While gaunt Despair look^ on, 
Shall Terror shake the Furies lash, 

All hope for ever gone — 
Then Conscience shall revive her power, 
And haunt his tortured mind ; 
With sting of death, 
And blasting breath. 
All nature be entwined, 
And every scene upon the outlawed recreant low'r. 

But far, aloft, the minstrel's soul 
Soars above the vulgar crowd, 
He spreads his wing 
Far, on high, a bolder flight — 
Beneath him roll 
Every dark, unseemly cloud — 
No earth-born thing 
Can to him cling, 
The grovelling world, far, faded from his sight 
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Then, monarch, trust not those who say 
Cadwallin is thy foeman*s friend, 
Ne'er shall Cambria see the day 

When he to Saxon could his arm lend-^ 
Ah ! no-^the minstrel's soul 
Could treason ne'er control — 
Now, king, thy pleasure do, 
And never may you rue 
The loss of him whose love but death can end. 

Thus said, Cadwallin bows his hoary head — 
His harp's vibrations, melting, dying, fled. 
Around, unmoved, he viewed the gorgeous crowd, 
Nor fear his eye betrays but, fitly proud. 
Enwrapped within his mantle's circling folds, 
He looks like one whom earth no longer holds. 
Meanwhile the features of the king, relaxed, 
A gentle glow illumes — by conscience taxed,-— 
Too quickly lent to calumny his ear. 
Too soon received the weak, ungenerous fear. 
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And now, in thought, his purpose ripens fast. 
Suspicion's shades, now, darkly-lowering past 
Athwart his mind and hid its dawning beams, 
Again his visage livid ire inflames. 
Near him Camardine stood, who marked his face, 
Deep-skilled was he with piercing craft to trace, 
Amid the hues that quick successive roll. 
The varied shillings of the changing soul. 
Of stranger mould was none more formed than he. 
He'd cringing stab, yet boldly dare the fray. 
Long had he viewed the Bard with jealous eyes, 
Long had he marked hini as his destined prize. 
The Bard's high place, the king scarce less revered. 
His rancor moved — by envy stung he dared 
To warp Lewellyn's mind, and base implant 
' A fear of innocence — with guile supplant 
Cadwallin in the place his virtues held 
Within the monarch's breast — in triumph swelled 
His bosom, high, to see his plans succeed. 
To see the minstrel's death almost decreed. 
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With fearful doubt he watched the monarch's face, 
And anxious tries his every thought to trace ; 
Dismayed he saw a softened smile succeed 
The lowering frown — away suspicion speed — 
And, now, no longer had his mind been snared. 
Conviction-conquered, now, the king had spared 
The minstrel-chief — so strongly truth appeared 
Stamped on his front, her banner o*er him reared. 
But while 'twixt fear and doubt his judgment hangs, 
He met Carnardine's eye — as viper's fangs. 
Where'er they touch, the poisonous death infiise, 
With baneful virus, thus, his glance imbues 
Lewellyn's soul — dread curls his sable brow — 
His scowling eyes with livid lightnings glow — 
In fearful fold his upper lip contracts — 
His ashen visage gleams in hectic tracks — 
With sweeping haste he waves his sceptred hand. 
Quick o'er the' crowd he rolls in stern command 
His glistening eye — then deeply musing sate. 
Upon his brow each read the minstrel's fate — 
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Then, sudden raised, agiun he cast around 
Eruptive glances, hushed is every sound — 
Thrice with his rage the throne of ivory shook, 
Upon the Bard, then, fixed his withering look, 
Thrice he essayed but scarcely, muttering, spoke, 
At length out-forth the bursts of thunder broke : 
" Traitor ! in vain, thou thought'st from us to hide 
Thy treachery foul — not so, shall guilt deride 
Stern justice, of her high demands deprived, 
Tho* demon-deep thy impious plans contrived— 
Hence I from our presence quick I no more pollute 
The flow of sacred song — be henceforth mute 
That harp which, pregnant, ready stood to pour 
Rebellion's murderous, parricidial roar- 
Hence I by to-morrow's dawn, the raven's beak 
Shall scoop thy livid flesh in gory flake-^ 
To-morrow*s dawn, thou'lt batten in the sun. 
Beheld its fate, thy crime let others shun." 
Thus said, the monarch, stern, his head averts, 
And thinks that thus he but the king asserts. 
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\yith deep dismay the sacred band o'erspread. 
All but fheir ehief in anguish sunk their head. 
Athwart his cheek a momentary gleam 
Of crimson flushed, then <^ vanished as it came." 
Before the throne he makes obeisance low, 
Alone unmoved amid this scene of wo ; 
Then placid and erect he waves his hanit, 
Retiring signal ta the escort band. 
But scfurce Lewellyn s awful voice had ceased, 
Around the hall its varied, windings traced, 
When — sympathetic, of their own accord, 
Lamenting o'er their deeply-injured lord, 
One hundred harps heave forth a hollow groan,(^) 
The hall re-echoes to their dirge-like moan. 
With awe struck mute, the gaping crowd, aghast, 
An eye of stupid horror, shuddering, cast 
On him, the hero of the hapless scene. 
And gazing wondered that he, alone serene. 
While others felt as if some dreadful loss 
Had suffered each, should ne'er permit across 

p 
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His smooth, unwrinkled brow fear's varyiDg hue. 
But still preserve his eye of firmness true 
Unto the soul by dauntless courage fired> 
Courage which coward guilt hath ne*er inspired. 
Distracted, all, they cannot bear the thought, — 
To see their prophet to the scaffold brought ; 
They cannot think, so godlike doth he seem, 
Athwart his eye such heavenly splendors gleam. 
That e'er he could to reptile earth descend, 
Or nature such as his with mortals blend. 
And, now, they think before the king to bend. 
And thus perhaps the awful doom suspend- 
But, then, his scowl of sullen gloom proclaims 
A purpose steeled to mercy's gentle claims— 
They next, despairing, on his courtiers glance 
With eye of anxious search — if there, perchance, 
Amid the lordly, proudly-titled round, 
Some generous chief of lofty rank be found, 
Who would the injured minstrel's cause espouse, 
And, thus, the monarch from his spell arouse— 
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And there was seen Carnardine's burning eye, 

Deep-turgtd, glisten, enateeped in crimson dye ; 

It beams the fiend in joy's ferocious glare, 

So— the fell snake, with fixed, malignant stare. 

His rattle quelled, the fluttering prey surveys — 

The victim sure — his motionless eye betrays. 

Each other chief a servile fear infects, 

Their countenance, each, the monarch's rage reflects; 

On him is fixed their watchful, anxious stare. 

To ape his looks their meanly-artful care. 

As cross a mount, in tints of varied hue. 

The shadows, swift, the flying shades pursue. 

Or light or dark as fleecy clouds prevail 

And SoFs bright face with twilight dimness veil, 

Thus they Lewellyn's clouded brow reflect. 

And, shifting quick, his ev'ry look aflect 

No hope from thence^-they view the minstrel train, 

But hark I again the groaning harps complain — 

Deep swells the full, symphonious choir. 

Now, sobbing low, the plaintive thrills expire — 
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Now floats again the melting, dying strain, 
As seraphs sing round Calvary's hallowed fane — 
At length a voice breathes forth a mellow tone. 
Amid the dirge Penguellin's harp is known : 

Monarch, lo I the MusesC^) weep. 
See, the great Apollo bends ; 
Monarch let thine anger sleep. 
Bards Latona's son defends. 
Spare him for the lyre's sake, 
So, may life attend thee long. 
Monarch, quick, the sentence break — 
Monarch, spare the son of song! 

By that harp whose magic string 
Could an evil spirit quell. 
Sooth to rest Judea's king. 
Drive the furious fiend to hell — 
By that harp whose kindling voice 
Led the raptured hills along. 
Made the stubborn rock rejoice. 
Monarch, spare the son of song I 
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By that voice whose witching thrill 
Lions fiercest fury tamed, 
Held the spumy torrent still, 
Eurydice from death reclaimed — 
By that voice whose melting note 
Softened down the Stygian throng, 
Pluto's soul of iron smote-— 
Monarch, spare the son of song I 



By that harp whose living wire 
Breathed around a deathless fear. 
Martial phrenzy did inspire, 
Flaming hurled the fateful spear — 
By that harp whose throbbing fire 
Bore thy victor host along, 
Rolled before them terror dire— - 
Monarch, spare the son of song I 
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Monarch, taraish not thy name, 
Still thy glory be unstained. 
Cast no shadow o*er thy fanfte. 
Be his ^eedom, quick, ordained — 
Let none eall thee e'er a Goth> 
Mix thee with the Vandal throng, 
Monarch, quick, dismiss thy wrath—- 
Monarch, spare the son of song ! 



Monarch, let the deathless bards 
Give thy name to other times — 
Fame the miuslarel-story guards, 
Tell it virtues, tell it crimes — 
Let not the immortal heralds say, — 
Thou their glorious host could wrong, 
Mouarch, gild a future day. 
Monarchy spare the son of song I 
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Shall the lyre of Cymri's boast 
Cease to pour its soul aioundy 
Shall no more Lewellyn's host 
To its murtial notes resound I 
Shall {iroud Briton's yanquisfaed sons 
Smart beneath a foreign thong- 
Weakness soon a state o'erruns, 
When extinct the fire of song— ^ 



Shall thy deadly foemen joy, 
Thus their great opposer slain, 
Shall they boast their craft decoy, 
Boast Lewellyn^s judgment ta'en-^ 
Shall they mock his clouded eye, 
Say thou to their friends belong--- 
No I the taunting charge deiiyi 
Monarch, spare the son of song I 
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Shall OUT temples, robbed, complain 
Of their rites not duly paid, 
Who shall pour the hallowed strain. 
Who to pious paths persuade-— 
Who shall raise the soul to heaven, 
Who the raptured flight prolong, 
If a prey to guile be given 
Cymri*s boasted son of song ! 



Let not Snowdon's craggy peak 
Mourn her minstrel ta'en away. 
Shall the dirge on Penmaen wake. 
O'er Plinlimmon's echoes stray- 
Down Moil-enli's rugged cheek 
Floods of briny sorrow throng, 
Skies of gloom o'er Comdon break ? 
Monarch, spare the son of song I 
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Tho% monarchy power all be thine, 
Stygian gloom attend thy frown. 
Lightnings o*er thy helmet shine, 
Terror deck thine iron crown— 
Tho* Creation feel thy nod, 
Despot's reign is never long, 
Mercy's sceptre sways a God, 
Monarch, spare the son of song I 



Monarch, hear a voice from heaven. 
Hear it whisper in thine ear : — 

" Quick the minstrel's chains be riven, 
Quick his fainting spirits cheer — 
Angels glad the realms above. 
Bards, below, the strain prolong, 
Quick, his fetters gross remove — 
Monarch, free the son of song !" 
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Hear the spangled heavens speak, 
Hear the tuneful spheres proclaim, 
Chaos his dread silence break, 
Thunders utter roaring flame — 
Bellow ocean*s hoary sire, 
Poles the choral peal prolong, 
"Nature's ev'ry voice require, — 
<* Monarch, spare the son of song!" 



One hundred bards united voices raise. 

Each to his chief affection's tribute payi 

One hundred harps the suppliant strains prolong^- 

The hall re-echoes ** spare the son of song." 
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CANTO II. 

The monarcli's every rage is softened down> 
His browy relaxed, has lost its awful frown, 
His lip no more with pallid ire is blanctied, 
Nor livid lightnings from his eye are launched. 
Upon his cheek soft melts a gentle glow, 
While tears of pity from their sluices flow, 
His iron heart to meek-ey'd music yields, 
Such sceptred power her hand seraphic wields — 
But who is he that bursts the lordly ring, 
And, lowly-prostrate, kneels before the king. 
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With cohered fiice, as if with shame o'ercome, 
Stitt— silent kneels^ firom guilt's confbsion dumb ? 
'Tis Moua s lord — ^unused to bend his pride — 
To Cymri s prince, by marriage^ near-allied. 
Aroused are all, shook off the melting trance 
In which their soul was steeped— while er'iy glance 
Is fixed on him in wonder-beaming gaze» 
Their eveiy thought absorbed in still amairr 
Id breathless gasping on his lips they hang, 
Which writhe convulsed — as if some fearful pang, 
Of force too great his tortured frame to bear. 
With gnawing rage his anguished vitals tear. 
And now hia head he lifis-^witii grating groan. 
Again he sinks in deqp dejection prime — 
And now--4s if despair had lent him strength. 
He rises slow, while words break forth at length : 
'< Oh, how my liege shall Congal meet thine c^e. 
Or what shall him with courage meet supply. 
Before this s<^MUi» fiu^assembled crowd. 
His virgin fame enwrap in sable shroud-^ 
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Oh, how shall Mona's haughty ohief confewy— - 
That he c^uld ^'er the laws of truth transgross, 
That he to abject Sivy's iway could stoop. 
And base asaist his monarch's judgment 4upe I 
Yet, still, he feels how vast the high demands 
Which injured honor's owed at CongaVs hands. 
And, now, he dares to purge the filthy stain, 
And boldly break his mean ignoble chain, 
If, once, to whimpering .envy lent his. ear, 
To him no longer now her taints adhere — 
He d^res himself assert, tho' at expense 
Of being deemed by all, for ever hence, 
A worthless wretch^-^-of ev'ry vice the seat. 
His soul wiih craft.and dark design replete. 
Yes, monarch I be ha9 joiiied-w.but hark I a groan 
Burstsmidrthechiefswhiishstanduroundthe^thrpne — 
Appalled, each eye turns hastily around, 
Just time tQ see prtme, headlong, to the ground 
Carnardine fall-**as when some massive tower, 
Which-mid its peers, aloft, its frowning power 

Q 
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Rears, darkj in sullen pride where, castled, round 
Beaumaris spreads her ancient keep — ^with( sound 
Of sudden crash gives way — ^while from its height 
The sternly-beetling cliff pours down its might, 
And, at the feet of lesser turrets thrown. 
Affrights the artist sketching there, alone — 
So fell Carnardine — thus, with solid sound. 
The shattered echoes thro' the hall resound. 
Long had he lain in senseless stupor lost. 
And there, perhaps, out-poured his life, exhaust. 
But quickly raised by many princely hands. 
In pallid glare a ghastly statue stands. 
JHis glistening brow with clammy dew 's o'er-cast, 
A glassy film has o'er his eye-balls past. 
His bloodless lips assumed a livid hue. 
Each chilled spectator freezes at the view — 
At length, he heaves a deeply-rending groan, 
His softening eye returning life has shown ; 
And now, he seems as if he strove to speak. 
His lips- but quiver nor in accents break — 
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At last, in wild confusiOB'Opes his eye, 
Then quick, as if some sheeted ghost he spy, 
He back recoils — and as the fabled bird, 
By »houtii^ huntsmen o'er the desart spunred, 
The brawling danger near, his last resource, 
In vain attempt to 'scape the murderous force. 
Deep, with his head he ploughs the crumbling sand. 
Unseen his foes, he hopes the ravening band 
His simple arts elude — ^within his breast 
Carnardine, thus, his head despairing prest — 
And so remained, till hark I throughout the hall. 
Again a voice upon the king doth call. 
As when Vesuvius forth in flashes breaks, 
Tho' long it seemed innoxious — so out-wakes 
Carnardine fiercely from his gloomy trance. 
Such glaring fire from his fiend-like glance. 
In gleaming torrents flashed, as on his ear 
Burst the loud voice of Mona s dreaded peer. 
The daring traitor swelb into his look — 
The brow which firm the blot of shame could brook— 
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The dauntless eye by d&vk despair ini^ired — 
The curling lip oonieniptaous sneers attired^— 
And as a milUdam's mild, unruffled sheet, 
In glassy smoothness^ shows its limpid cheait. 
Of ruffian- force its smiles appear devoid. 
In gentle dimples ruder rag6 destroyed, 
But if, (or onee, the ponderous sluice remoived, — 
In foaming rage its ruthless nature proved. 
Resounds its thundering voice — it bursts along — 
Roars upon roars in phrenzied hurry throng — 
So all is lost that, erst, of- courtly smiles 
Carnardine wore — detected in his wiles, 
Away he throws the mask in fierce disdain, 
And yields to maddened rage unbridled rein. 
Now Mona*s chief, with wildly-maniac roar. 
He interrupts — while forth invectives pour : 
" Poor puny wretch I would now thy miscreant tongue 
Thy lord accuse-*«-on whom with fawnings hung 
Thy servile soul—- 'to whom with cowering cringe 
Thou wont to stoop-»while o*er thy cheek the tinge 
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Of conecious meanness dimly-pallid flushed, 
Its better glow by hardened stapor crushed — 
And would'st thou now, at length, obtain a fame, 
To notice raise thy erst ignoble name, 
And proudly boast — that such an abject tool 
Camardine deigned to use-— o'er thee to rule— 
And wilt thou plead — that his commanding art 
Had twined its mesh so closely round thy heart, 
That thou, deep-mazed, nor eye nor ear were left. 
By guiling craft of every sense bereft I 
Well be it so—for thus Camardine dares, 
Himself, proclaim — that, tangled in his snares, 
Thy shallow mind to his was forced to yield, 
To his who well a thousand such could wield — 
And more — his generous, lofty soul disdains 
To be by thee disgraced nor, sunk, sustains, 
That such as thee — should e'er his deeds detail, . 
That such an herald should his fame curtail— > 
Then hear me, monarch ! thou wast, too, my dtipe-^ 
Nay, do not frown ! 'twere useless now to stoop 

Q 2 



174 THB Bard; 

And csk\ for mercy-^nrell I know my doom 
Is stedfot fbced'-'-mHr shrink 'I ^from the tomb 
That yawning gapes in sk^kening horror,^ foul, 
Nor faints my soul at its appalling scowl^-> 
Yesy monarch I thou wast, too^ by me beguilckl) 
I saw thee captiTe-ta^en-^ saw and smil«d-^ 
I smiledttoiBee-^-how'soon the line was snapt, 
My wellHspuB net so close aitcmnd theew^rapt. 
But tho* the faigh-wtought spell is brokeii'now, 
Its potent charms^befi^ve thyfortane'bow, 
Yet still the strong*f0rg«d^ maasire links remain, 
With greater strength they may unite again^-^ 
Ay! monarch, vknow^-^h^t I but head a band > 
Who sweair't<y wreaeh the sceptre from thy hand, 
Who leagued in oatb with M«rda*s rival king; 
Now waitch the time with ^pouncing foroe to spring 
On thy defenoeless head — that hoary knave, 
Wh» but for him ere this had met 'bis grave, 
Had well-nigh foiled my long projected plan. 
And led thy mind, with -piercing depth, to scan 
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Where, smiling, near the treaeheroaft pHfaU lay, 
And ravening yearned for its gorgeous prey; 
Full well the loyal fbol had been repaid, 
Upon the rack his quivering members laid,- 
Ay I but for thee, poor, whining, dastard wretch! 
Ere this my glutted eyes their greedy stretch 
Had fed upon his tortures — revelling ther^. 
Delight had gulped in every thirsty stare — 
Ay ! but for thee~ho}d, impious monster, hold I 
Vociferates the king— who, horror cold, 
So long in marble stupor senseless sate, 
Spell- bound by shock of paralyzhng weight : 
<* Hold, impious monster! furious demon, hold! 
Thy hellish volumes cease-^enough 's out-rolled 
Of thy dark; fiendish thoughts— no more profiaine 
Pure Heaven 's serene — thou pestilential bane ! 
Cease to pollute the air surcharged with taint. 
Let nature cease to groan in deep complaint-— 
Hence I and betake thee from our indignant sight 
Till on thee centred aH our fury light — 
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Nor yet her thirsty soul shall vengeance sate, 
Nor earth delivered from her loathsome weight. 
Till every thought invention^ racking, tries, 
Unheard-of tortures till her eye descries. 
Hence ! for to-night be galling bolts thy bed, 
To-morrow's eve, the storms shall sweep thy head. 
Thy shattered bones, each, to its roarings spread. 
Away I nor further dare thy voice to raise — 
What, spearsmen, ho I the wretch perfidious seize — 
Quick be him plunged beneath the dungeon's gloom. 
The traitor quick in caverned darkness tomb. 
Nor let his yells again offend my ear, ; 
Nor thus be forced his blasphemy to hear T' 
The guards obedient to their monarch's will, 
In haste, prepare his orders to fulfil — 
The bustling spears and thronging shields resound 
As, quick, the sentenced peer they circle round- 
Then, as the sun, with frosty mists o'erspread, 
Looks thro' December's gloom a sullen red. 
So glared Carnardine— as in close array 
The bristling band direct their course away. 
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The crowd, who long in speechless wonder lost, 
Now high) now low, by expeotAtion tost, 
Their anxious, doubting fears at length removed, 
Their minBtrel's innocence thus olearly proved. 
No longer can their high delight restrain 
But give their uncouth joy unbridled rein : 
Their solemn' silence yields to wild uproar, 
Shouts upon shouts in pealing triumph pour. 
As when o^'er heaven^s loify, vast concave 
The sullen doads roiU dense, in blackening wave, 
A twilight^ gloom arrests the sickening day, 
While brooding stillness fills the immeasured way, 
Till sudden bursts the thunder's awful roar, 
Hoarse, growling echoes grumbling tribute pour ; 
Thus, they their mute attention loudly lose 
In boisterous joy. Unmoved, Cadwallin views 
The gladdened scene«^his shifting cheek betrays 
No thought elate — ^no symptom of amaze. 
O'er others' brow while stem abhorrence frowns, 
Within his eye the glow of pity drowns 
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Each feeling harsh — no look of triumph swells 
To see his foe crest-fallen — the soul that dwelb 
Within his breast such vulgar weakness spurns, 
Nor e*er that shrine with fire unhallowed burns. 
The joyous tumult, scarce, at length subsides, 
Order, again, o*er all the hall presides. 
Now Mona*s chief renews his prone address. 
In humble tone, proceedeth to confess 
His varied guilt — Lewellyn waves his hand, 
The suppliant ceases at his high command. 
And then with brow composed, with eye serene, 
With solemn voice, and dignity of mien. 
The monarch, thus, the prostrate chief bespeaks 
In gentle words, nor forth in fury breaks : 
" Another day we'll hear thee, Mona's lord I 
And to thy tale attentive ear accord. 
Another day well learn the treasonous plan, 
By which 'twas thought our kingdom to trepan. 
Now, higher claims our every thought demand, 
For see, before us, unrequited stand 
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Our faithful, injured Bard — do thou remain 
In hold secure, ungalled with rankling chain, 
Till all the plot be told^-thy life we give, 
We still permit the fallen chief to live, 
Tho' traitor proved — as thy confession saved 
Our blind injustice — and our j.udgment, slaved 
By traitorous art, to freedom thou*st restored 
And native strength — this mercy we afford — 
Because, thou, likewise, wert of craft the prey. 
By dark deceit a captive led astray. 
We give thee life — but mark bur fixed decree I— 
Altho* resolved that Congal shall be free — 
No more, must this our land become the nurse 
Of vicious fools— lest coyed again to worse. 
Experience should but lend her strengthening aid, 
The fool be thus the accomplished traitor made — 
We give thee life-^but, thus, the traitor brand : 
An outlawed exile from thy native land, 
In solitude thy heinous faults lament, 
And there thy parricidial guilt repent. 
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And thou much injured yet most faithful Bard, 
What token can we give of high regard. 
Which may express — how much thy monarch feels 
For all thy wrongs — how gladly he repeals 
The sentence harsh which dark sospioioji spoke, 
But which, enlightened, joyed I now revoke. 
Restored thou art to all thy. former rank, 
Would that the past might seem to thee a blank I 
Would that my loyal servant could foi^et 
The wrongs his master looks on with regret I 
Again, resume thy just allotted place, 
The second seat within our empire grace— 
And, Cambrians! ye who, thus assembled here, 
Those scenes beheld, coinmaiided, now revere 
The minstrel chief-— the hallowed Bard deserves 
His honors high whose watchful care preserves 
T-he people's head—- his country's- hope defends— 
Averts the danger which unseen impends— 
O'er threatened Cambria throws his guardian shield — 
And drives her foes in. panic from the field. 
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Cadwallin, speak I requital thus we bring—- 

As erst, does still the minstrel love the king ?" 

That countenance firm, which neither ill nor good 

Could changing move but still their power withstood, 

Now, softening, fiushed-^his cheek's of various hue— ' 

Now hectic red then ashen pale, anew — 

Anon, a crystal tear begins to flow. 

While down his shoulders locks of virgin snow^ , 

As lucid currents o*er a spreading weir, 

In flowing ringlets shed a silvery glare. 

* 

Now, stifled sobs his choking utterance broke. 
At length, in faltering accents, thus, he spoke : 
'<My gracious liege, my condescending prince! 
Thy every word, thine every act evince 
How truly royid is the blood that flows 
Thro* thy expanded veins^-^thy pardoned foes 
Can witness, now, revenge is not thy guest, 
That nobler aims hold sway within thy breast 
My monarch, sovereign I dost thou deign to ask 
Is still thy servant faithful — sweet the task, 

R 
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Before this crowded circle, loud proclaim — 

My loyal love must ever be the same : 

Ne'er can the time arrive — when, dim or dead, 

The sacred flame shall cease — its vivid ardor fled. 

For all his woes Cadwallin little cares, 

His monarch's smile for every wrong repairs — 

His every wish, his noblest pride attained — 

His king declares his loyalty unstained. 

His sovereign's safety such a joy begets. 

The rich reward atones for all the threats 

By envious malice heaped-^isclosed the plot. 

The dungeon s gloom, the clanking chain 's forgot 

His country saved from treason's impious yell. 

No more he thinks of what himself befel — 

So may Cadwallin's eyes be closed in peace, 

On him the fates bestow a mild release. 

As every thought — as everj'' feeling yields 

To one supreme-^as sole dominion wields 
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A love unbounded for his country's weal, 

Each other aim immerged in filial zeal. 

And does my liege requital deign to name I 

Discharged complete is every humble claim 

The Bard could make — his condescending lord, 

From whom may Heaven every evil ward, 

Has amply all his few demands repaid, 

And weight of debt upon his servant laid. 

But if the minstrel dare a boon beseech, 

Nor, thus, be deemed intrusive, bold of speech. 

He would before his gracious sovereign bend, 

And, lowly, beg his monarch to suspend 

The sentence, late, upon his hapless, foe. 

In judgment, passed— that he would deign bestow 

Unto his servant's humbly anxious prayer, 

That yet a life of penitence might wear 

The chief condemned — nor hurried in his crimes 

Before a dreader bar — but changed, betimes. 
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A grateful life to virtuous deeds devote, 

Andy thusy his sense of pardoning grace denote." 

The monarch frowned — ^his swelling bosom heaved — 

His eye distracted showed his soul was grieved — 

Deep-flushed, his face in rigid line contracts, 

Each turgid muscle upon muscle acts 

In ridgy writhe — now, sunk in sullen rest. 

He fretful broods — as if in strife contest 

Opposing passions — now his brow he grasps 

With hurried clench — ^then, muttering, forth he gasps. 

While sweeping down his lifted hand he flung, 

Such words as these— with which the palace rung : 

'^ Cadwallin ! thou hast conquered — ^be it so 

As thou would*st have-*-unwilling, we bestow 

Upon the criminal that forfeit life 

Which justice had demanded — great the strife 

That doubtful raged within our royal breast ; 

Not wishing to reject our Bard's request, 
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And, yet, our every angered feeling loth 

To let the traitor scape-— but, still, may both 

United join, still each with each agree, 

• Each wish be granted, tho* but in degree. 

At thy desire we let Carnardine live, 

Yet satisfaction thus to justice give : 

Within a dungeon, where the light of day 

Hath never strayed nor shed its cheering ray, 

A life obscene still let the miscreant crawl — 

And wallow on within his rankling gall. 

Altho* as hateful-— odious to our sight 

As loathsome toad or filthy bird of night, 

Again. before our presence let him stand. 

That we may say why, thus, we countermand , 

Our late decree— go, Modred, lead him here. 

Before us bring again the sentenced peer." 

Low, rustling murmurs float around the hall, 

Admiring wonder fills the eyes of all ; 

r2 
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And as or e'er impending tempests burst, 
Portentous mutterings sweep the forest first. 
The buzzing whisper thro* the thicket glides, 
While crackling foliage on its bosom rides, 
So — ^from the wondering crowd the thickened hum, 
Diffusing, rose and round the palace swum. 
Astonished, gaping, in amaze they stand, 
Thick as the host that feather o'er the strand 
When blustering winds prevail*— they scarce believe 
Their senses true, nor can their minds conceive-*- 
That thus Cadwallin for his foe should plead. 
And anxious strive the sentence so impede. 
With awful reverence on the Bard they gaze, 
, And dazzled mark what heavenly radiance plays 
On his unwrinkled front-*-the conscious glow 
Of lofty soul-^which could revenge forego, 
Nor stooping sink to rage of meaner minds, 
Nor malice low which others judgment blinds. 
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But, now, their fixed attention's drawn away 
To where prepares, symphonious, to obey 
His monarch's signal Cador's harp of gold, 
Which, gently throbbing, thus melodious rolled : 

Richest gift to mortab given, 
Noblest boon of bounteous heaven. 
Guardian genius of our isle. 
Kingly power hail I 
Deposit of our laws. 
We yield thee glad applause ; 
Without thy shield 
Around us wield, 
In vain might Science raise her head. 
Or Industry her produce spread : 
With ravening jaws 
And griping claws, 
Would lawless Rapine stalk abroad. 
And rabid Havoc deep in ravage tread. 
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To thy protecting power 
We owe that, safe from fear, 

We may enjoy. 

Without annoy, 
The pleasures of our sphere. 
Beneath thy fostering hand 
Shall art her buds disclose ; 
Attended by her smiling band, 

Defended from her foes. 

With all her cheering train— 
With festive mirth and jocund health, 
Enriching trade, commercial wealth. 
Prosperity shall spread her gladdening reign. 
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Bulwark of our state, 
}'alladium of the land I 
When cherished by thy hand, 
Then Cambria is great. 
In thee we grateful own, 
In thy supporting throne, 
The Atlas of our country*s strength ; 
Thou, her arm of fire, 
Wielder of her ire — 
From thee (her kindled eye) 
Her withering lightnings fly-— 
To thee her name, 
To thee her fame. 
To thee her glory owes its endless length. 
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The wise and good, 

The warrior brave, 
Have ever round thee stood. 
Nor ever can thee leave. 
The man that loves his king 
But proves himself his country's friend — 
The essence of her might, 
The glory of her strength. 
Can never suffer blight, 
But she must fade at length. 
The patriot must be, still, 
His monarch's sure support^ 
Betide him good or ill. 
Enthroned — or fortune's sport 
Loyalty's diamond crest 
Becomes the patriot best ; 

In brighter beams 

Its splendor streams. 
When patriot brows her glittering rays invest. 
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Accursed the wretch that dares, 
Ungrateful to thy cares, 
A parricidial traitor prove I 
Nor woman was he sprung 
But, from a monster flung, 
Of hell he drew his breath — 
For him, let every curse. 
That blackened night distils, 
Successively be worse, 
Until his cup he Alls. 
Upon his impious head 
Be vengeful tempests poured. 

Where'er he tread 

Dismay be spread, 
And every thought with dark despair be stored I 

The bard had scarce his loyal tribute ceased, 
When clanking chains are heard — without released, 
The sentenced noble enters slow, unbound, 
His eyes are fixed, unmoved, upon the ground — 



192 THE BikRD. 

Yet not as if ashamed to meet the gaze 
That sought him, shuddering* nor afmid to raise 
His blushless front from conscious sense of guilti 
' But rather stung, that all his plan« well-built 
Should thus be foiled— he sullen broods along, 
And vengeance plods, even midst the courtly throng. 
On, now, he stalked^ — to where the regal throne 
From subject nobles makes the monardi known ; 
Before his injured sovereign, there, he stands, 
His eye irreverent seenaingly demands 
Why^ thus, he 's brought to meet again the scorn 
Of vulgar minds— *-and looks as if to warn 
That still the chief, tho' fallen, might prove a foe. 
Nor that Carnardine s yet reduced so low. 
But that, amid his pomp and vassaJled pride. 
Some deadly blow the sceptred boy might chide. 
Compos'dly stem, devoid of passion's rage, 
With looks that thoughts of fixed resolve presage, 
Mixed with regret that such a gentle doom 
Should crimes reward more worthy of the tomb. 
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The lowering chi«f Lewellya, slow, regards—- 

Then-rais'dlHshaiKl towards where th'expectant bards, 

In order ragged, the king's decree awAit, 

With solemn voice reversed theaoblels &te. 

«< To him whose life with impious /Zeal thou sought 

*Tis owed — ^thatthus thou once again art brought 

Before our royal pi«senoe— *hi8 ^qiiest, 

Ill-timed, has rashly made unLoi!iked;anrest, 

And warded off the slight TOqutting iblow 

Which Justice, loathing, hastened to :faestow. 

Thy forfeit life, unwillingly, we grant 

A boon to him thy malice thought supplant 

Go, traitor, pine amidst the cavevned .gloom — 

Enjoy the horrors of a living tomb — 

Deeply remote from faintest spark of .day. 

In hopeless anguish, sickening waste, away-*- 

And when, surveying o^er the noisoixie walls, 

Corroding memory to thy thought reoals 
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The station high thy crimes have forfeit made, 
While conscience galls thee with her stem upbraid, 
Then also think — from whom thy too mild lot 
Has been derived, nor be his gift forgot." 
The king thus said — a stilly calm pervades 
The solemn crowd — while thought, instinctive, shades 
The brow of each with melancholic hue, 
As fancy, shuddering, pictures to their view 
Some grave-like cell which pitchy damps corrode. 
And tells them there is fixed their own abode. 
From sympathy a softened feeling springs. 
And with it, pity o*er the memory brings 
A short oblivion of the recent scenes. 
And for a moment all the criminal skreens. 
But quick dissolves the melting trance away, 
Cadwallin's figure when they chance survey-r- 
Their angered thoughts immediately recur ■ . 
To all his wrongs— -and, changing swift, concur^ 
To paint the Bard — to treachery deep exposed, 
On every side by ruthless foes enclosed. 
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Virtue herself almost a hapless prey. 
By malice led in boastful scorn away* 
Then when tjhey think, his life Camardine owes 
The minstrel chief— the injured Bard bestows 
Unhoped-for mercy on his deadly foe— - 
With noble wrath their generous bosoms glow. 
Fierce indignation bums in every eye, 
And each with other, anxious, seems to vie, — 
Who, by their looks, may more complete declare 
How great abhorrence they the monster bear. 
On him is fixed their sternly-stedfast gaze— 
Which softening, now, such pleasing glow betrays, 
When forth the guard prepare to lead their charge, 
As if their spirits freed of weight enlarge. 
And some oppressive load at length removed, 
In ardent spring their joy excessive proved. 
But now the spearsmen by their warlike clank, 
While, ranging close within the martial rank. 
They stand prepared away their course to take, 
Carnardine from his sullen reverie wake— 
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In which deep-sunk appeared his every sense, 
Immerged, absorbed ib brooding thought, intense*— 
His mind unheedfal of the circling crowd 
Since, late, the sentence on hi» ear, aloud. 
Resounded awful — ^now he fiercely wakes^ 
And as the ex|doding mine in thunder breaks, 
And turns to death the calmness— so, with rage» 
That lightnings from his kindled eye presage. 
The silence thus in furious haste he broke, 
While, frowning dreadful, grimly fierce he spoke ; 
" Was it for this — that Snowdon*s haughty lord 
Was brought again in mean ignoble ward — 
Was it for this— Lewellvn's minions came — . 
To let their master once again declaim — 
And tell — his forfeit life Carnardine owes 
A boon to rash request — the chieftain knows 
How much, forsooth, the generous bard is due 

And thus the kindness pays" the javelin flew — 

Snatched from a neighbouring soldier's careless hand. 
And winged with murder sought the minstrel band-*- 
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He falls I — — - DO thanks — thanks to thee noble 

shield! 
Thy breast hath saved him-^mayest thoU) Malgon, 

wield 
For ever, thus, thine arm in virtue's cause I 
Nor shall the muse deny thee her applause, 
Tho' humble be thy rank— like statues stand, 
Gaping unmoved upon the minstrel band, 
Awhile, the crowd benumbed — then on they rush— 
And but that round the thickening spearsmen crush. 
The king commanding, not Lewellyn's throne 
Nor nobles 'sembled should have made postpone 
Their furious vengeance — ^but, in fragments torn. 
Each had a limb away in triumph borne. 
The maddened tumult scarce at length allayed. 
Order again the enraged assembly swayed. 
Their anxious fears Cadwallin's safety frees, 
And each, when void of wound the Bard he sees, 

s2 
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Such gladness, feels^ as should « ^uteou^^on 
Behold some danger, when least^hoped for^shun 
A muuch-'loved »pttrent « kead^-^so iugh. they thought 
Of him \rbose life Carnardine basely sought. '^ 
The treacherous chieftftiii throngiiigispeainB mmBx^n^y 
While either arm twitk oord -s eecwrely bo«iiidi > 
Awhile^ a solemn silence -fiU» the hall, * 
With dread««uBpeB8e.aiireshaHkB«tfae«i9roir'of all^ 
Till, iwordstindignaiitr finim i^ewnelljm^s) br^uit, 
The mute attention of .thfij crowd arrests 
" Hence, for the raok J and Let it srritfaing stretch. 
Upon its iron breastitbe impious wretch*— 
Here let him anguished ileel its guftwing grasp. 
Ay, let him Ivere «njoy. its deadly clasp «^ 
Hence ! and no longer of our joy defraud, 
But with delight' let every hand applaud 
When, glad, they see, in :shattering agony wrung, . 
His quivering memberft ^o'er the torture flung." 
They fly— -and quick, such wings their anger lends. 
The rack is hurried in — now, full amends 



THE BABD. 199 
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For all his treason, and return ingrate 
For mercy proffered vfhere yindictive hate 
Had been but due, Carnardine's groans shall make, 
While vengeance on him all her rage shall wreak. 

They now prepare Cadwalliit 'tis in vain I 

And useless is the wish to plead again 
Thine eye betrajrs— «4br now, not all the prayers 
That ever were poured in lordly monarch's ears. 
Could move Le welly n's mind — thou must behold, 
Tho' sight revolting to thy generous mould, 
Caniardine tortured die — they now prepare 
The destined victim to the death to bear, 

m 

But hark I a maniac laugh ! a livid hue, 

While each spectator chilleth at the view. 

Now deep and deeper shades Carnardine's face — 

Another laugh I now, writhed in wild grimace. 

His features heave convulsed — with haggard sweep 

His turbid eyes revolve — now, groaning deep 
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The gliding poison throws him on the ground. 
Where death at length his guilty victim found. 



The awful corse removed, the king retires — 
Resound along one hundred deathless wires — 
Cadwallin at his sovereign's side attends — 
While loud applause the virtuous Bard commends. 



NOTES TO PARADISE REGAINED. 



N&$& I, pa^ 12. 
•* The Almighty ceased--but still, throughout the tribes. " 
The section comraeocing wil^ this line will, probably, remind 
the reader of the following inueh admired passage in Milton ; 
** No sooner had tb* Almighty eeas*d, but all 
Th6 multitude of Angels, ^¥ith a shout 
Loud -as from numbers without number, ^weet 
As from West voices, uttering joy, Heav'n rung 
With jubilee, and loud Hosannas fill'd 
Th' eternal Regions : lowly reverent 
Tow*ards either throne they bow, and to the ground 
With solemn adoration down they cast 
Their crowns inwove with amarant and gold ; 
Immortal- amarant, a dow*r which once 
Iti Paradise, fast by the tree of life, 
Began to bloom ; but soon for man's offense 
To Heav'n remov'd, where first it grew, there grows. 
And flowers aloft shading the fount of life, 
And where the riv'er of bliss through midst of Heaven 
Rolls o'er Elysian flow'rs her amber stream j 



202 NOTBS. 

With these that never fade the Spi'rits elect 

Bind their resplendent locks inwreathed with beams, 

Now in loose garlands thick thrown off, the bright 

Pavement, that like a sea of jasper shone, 

Impurpled with celestial roses smil'd. 

Then crown'd again, their golden harps they took. 

Harps ever tun*d, that glittering by their side 

Like quivers hung, and with prMmble sweet 

Of charming symphony they introduce 

Their sacred song, and waken raptures high ; 

No voice exempt, no voice but well could join 

Melodious part, such concord is in Heaven.** - 

Paradise Lost, B, 3, Z. 344. 
Though most desirous to avoid any thing like imitation^ I 
found the preceding extract so strongly impressed on my mind, 
that it was impossible to steer clear of it» without giving the air 
of constraint to my composition. For the moment, my theme 
and Milton's ooincidcd-r-his description pre-occupied my mind, 
and thus fettered my invention — I preferred, therefore, an imi* 
tation of him to a certain extent, to the air oi constraint, which 
I must necessarily contract by an over.fastidious desire for ori- 
ginality. I trust, however, that there is enough of my own, 
also, in the section under consideration, to evince — ^that the imi- 
tation of him, such as it is, .did not proceed from poverty on my 
part. I may add, that I have not taken any greater liberty in 
being influenced on the present occasion by the text of Milton, 
than he and other great poets have done in similar cases. 

The learned reader is aware, that the original of many cele- 
brated passages in our great Bard, is to be found in Homer, 
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^schylus, Virgil, ArioBto, Tasso, Spencer^ &c. ; indeed part 
of the very extract befove us, has been evidently taken from the 
following passages of the Faerie- Queen of Spencer, who it is 
well known was one of Milton's most favourite authors ; 
<* Eternal God, in his almightie powre. 
To make ensample of his heavenly grace. 
In Paradize whylome did plant this flowre ; 
Whence he it fetcht out of her native place, 
And did in stock of earthly flesh enrace, 
That mortall men her glory should admyre." 

Book 3, Can. 5, Stan. 52. 
*^ Sad Amaranthus, made a flowre but late." 

B. 3, a 6, St. 45. 
Before I eoncludd my remarks on this passage, I may obser\'e, 
that Milton, in my opinion, has fallen into an inaccuracy when 
describing the angelic songs as " Hosannas" — Alleluias, I con> 
ceive, would have been the correct term ; Hosanna, according to 
Hebraists, being of a precatory character. In fine, having been 
brdught, in the present instance, into direct juxta-position with 
Milton, I trust, I will be excused in expressing my hope, that I 
retire from the lists without dishonor. 

Note 2, page 49, 
** From thence-^ spacioui plain of darkness, void." 
** but that seat soon failing, meets 
A vast vacuity : all unawares 
Fluttering his pennons vain plumb down he drops 
Ten thousand fathom deep,'* 

Paradise Lost, B. % L. 931, 
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** And out of the tbrone proceeded ligbtnings, and tbunderings, 
and voices ;•' Rev. 4, 5. 

Milton, to the extent quoted, precisely, and the passage given 
from the Book of Revelations, comprize all the assistance I de- 
rived from extraneous sources, in the composition of the section 
commencing as above. 

Notes, Page5\. 
<* Snow on snow ^led endlett— whcte to loc'* 

While preparing my manuscript for press, I w«s about to ex- 
punge this passage, as clashing apparently with the declarations of 
Scripture, when I accidentally discovered in Milton a similar 
passage ; of the existence of which I was not previously aware. 
I have, therefore, retained it for the present ; but have little doubt, 
should ever circumstances permit the completion of my work, 
that I shall exclude it : as I am disposed to think it gives an air 
of pettish tyranny to the vengeance of the* Most High. I am 
rather of opinion, that the view given, detracts from that dig- 
nity which is inseparable from any attribute of the Deity, and 
which, as it certainly exists, so would we wish to ascribe to him, 
whether as " the Father of Mercies,** or a God who " is a con- 
suming fire." 

The following extract contains the passage in Milton referred to : 
*' Beyond this flood a frozen continent 
Lies dark and wild, beat with perpetual storms 
Of whirlwind and dire hail, which on firm land 
Thaws not, but gathers heap, and ruin seems 
Of ancient pile ; all else deep snow and ice, 
A gulf profound as that Serbonian bog 
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Betwixt Damiata and mount Casius old. 
Where armies whole have sunk : the parching air 
Bums frore, and cold performs th' effect of fire. 
* Thither by harpy-lboted furies hal'd. 
At certain revolutions all the damn'd 
Are brought; and feel by turns the bitter change 
Of fierce extremes, extremes by change more fierce, 
From beds of raging fire to starve in ice 
Their soft ethereal warmth, and there to pine 
Immoveable, infix'd, and frozen round, 
Periods of time, thence hurried back to fire.'* 

ParadiM Lost, B, % Z. 587. 

Note 4, page 52. 

*' Where fenced with adamant, triple wall and strong." 

On looking over this poem for pref>s, I discovered an apparent 
resemblance between this section, and the extract beneath from 
Virgil. The section before us having been composed in the 
year 1820, it is not within my recollection, as to whether or how 
far I had Virgil actually in view at the time. 

<' Respicit ^neas subit6 ; et sub rupe sinistra 
Moenia lata videt, triplici circumdata muro : 
Quae rapidus flammis ambit torrentibus amnis 
Tartareus Phlegethon, torquetque sonantia saxa. 
Porta adversa, ingens, solidoque adamante columns ; 
Vis ut nulla viriim, non ipsi exscindere ferro 
Coelicohe valeant : stat ferrea turns ad auras : 
Tisiphoneque sedens, palla succincta cruentS, 
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Vestibulum exsomnis servttt ooctesque diesque. 
Hinc exaudiri gemitus, eC sasiva sonare 
Verbera : turn stridor feni, tracteque catens. 
Constitit ^neas, strepitumque exteiritus havsit : 
Quae scelerum fiides, o nrgo, eflhre, quibusve 
Urgentur poenis ? quis fantus plangor ad aiuas ? 

Tum vates sic ona loqui : Dux indyte Teucrftm, 
Nulli fas casto sceleratum insistere limen ; 
Sed me, cikm luds Hecate pnefecit Avemis, 
Ipsa De{im poenas docuit, perque omnia diudt. 
Gnossius hsec Rhadamanthus habet durissima regna, 
Castigatque, auditque dolos, subigitque fateri 
Qus qiiis apud superos, fiirto Istatus inani, 
Distulit in seram commissapiacida mortem. 
Continue sontes ultrix accincta flagello 
Tisiphone quatit insultans, torvosque sinistra 
Intentans angues, vocat agmina ssva sororum. 

Tum demum horrisono stridentes cardine sacne 
Panduntur ports.** 

uEneid Lib. 6, L. 5iB. 



.■'^ 
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NOTES TO MINOR POEMS. 



'Note \, pa ffe 59, 

Raffles* Memoirs, as also Mr. James Montgomery's very beau- 
tiful verses, have put the public, long since, in possession of the 
circumstances connected with the death of the Rev. Thomas 
Spencer. On Aug. 15, 1811, stat21, he was drowned in the 
Mersey, whither he had gone to bathe. The rock referred to in 
this Sonnet, had, at the period of my visit, a peculiar, honey- 
combed surface, to which I have alluded. To those who have 
not read Mr. Raffles* publication, the following extract will 
convey some idea of the character, &c. of the interesting indivi- 
dual in question : 

" Thus, in one sad moment, was lost to society and to the 
church of Christ, one of the loveliest of men — one of the most 
eloquent of preachers : upon whose lips, only the preceding day, 
hundreds had hung with delight, and the long continued and ex- 
tended exertion of whose powers, in a larger sanctuary, the foim- 
dation of which he had but recently laid, thousands anticipated 
with eager desire ! To tell how many hearts have bled beneath 
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this awful visitation, would require a fortitude which I do not 
possess — and constitute a volume, not surpassed, in the anguish 
which it would describe, by any similar catastrophe in the re- 
cords of human wo. The tidings spread through the populous 
town of Liverpool with a rapidity, such as, in cases of calamity, 
is usually excited. They circulated through all ranks, and in- 
spired one common feeling of regret in every bosom. They 
reached the Exchange, and produced an extraordinary impression 
there ; those who knew him, mourned the loss of one they loved ; 
and those who knew him not, felt the agitation of that sudden 
shock, which the premature removal of such men occasions — 
they participated in the general sympathy — and deplored the loss 
of Spencer as an event demanding general regret. Numbers 
hastened to the spot. Som.e, incredulous, to obtain the sad 
assurance of the truth — and others, to enjoy the mournful satis- 
faction of beholding that countenance in death, on which they 
had often gazed with transport, when kindled into radiance by 
the ardour of the soul that lately animated it. All was confu- 
sion and distress. Such a day has been seldom seen in Liver- 
pool : a day of such dreadful gloom — such universal grief. From 
the countenance of every one, to whom the tidings came, one 
might have imagined he had lost a brother or a friend ; — ^whilst 
many, to whom by intimate acquaintance he had become pecu- 
liarly endeared — ^petrified at first with mingled horror and sur- 
prise, when recollection and feeling returned, yielded to the in- 
fluence of the deepest sorrow.*' 

Spencer^s Life, page 286. 
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Note 2> pa^e 65. 

Though I am aware, that what I am about to mention, will 
expose me to the imputation of vanity, yet, as I think the fact 
(should this volume, in the geheral, be admitted to be poetry) pre- 
sents an anomaly in the history of mind, I shall hazard the risk. 
The verses to which this note refers, were composed May 16, 
1818, and were the earliest written of those now submitted to 
the public. They were, also, my second essay of a poetical cha- 
racter. The first, not given in this volume, was made three days 
previously — a week or two after I had attained the age of twenty- 
two, and arose from my feeling it incumbent on me to attempt 
something of the kind, as a reply to a letter in verse from a Col- 
lege friend, now no more. The whole volume, with the excep- 
tion of the last twenty-two pages of Paradise Regained and 
three or four of the smaller productions, was composed within 
ten months from that date. I mention these circumstances for 
this reason, as alluded to above — I never felt any thing like even 
a fancied inspiration of the Muses, before I had attained my 
twenty-second year, and in all probability never should, but from 
an accident. But that such occurred, the public would have es- 
caped this publication, and my vanity have remained untempted. 
The inference, with regard to mankind at large, is obvious. 

Note 3, page 73. 

'*Fair Pales, lovely Queen." 

Pales was the goddess /of shepherdesses, I have introduced 
her as a personification of the country. 

T 2 
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Note 4, page 74. 

** And, O ye lacred Delphic band.** 

Delphi being the seat of the principal oracle of Apollo, and 
he being the God of Poetry, I have represented Poets as his 
Priests — ^the medium by which he communicates the dictates of 
inspiration to men. 

Note 5, page 82. 

" And mark the borgee sport in wanton glee." 

Borgee, a title given among sailors to a small, swaUow.tailed 
flag. As the term is not to be found in dictionaries, I cannot 
answer for orthography. 

Note 6, page 89, 

" Beattteolu girl, see the lily." 

This stanza was nearly transcribed from the second stanza of 
Hurns's lines to Mrs. Dunlop, subjoined: 

<* Sensibility how charming, 

Thou, my friend, canst truly tell : 
But distress with horrors arming 

Thou hast also known too well ! 

Fairest flower, behold the lily, 

Blooming in the sunny my : 
Let the blast sweep o*er the valley, 

See it prostrate on the day. 
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Hear the wood-lark cbarm the forest, 

Telling o*er bis little joys : 
Hapless bird ! a prey the surest, 

To each pirate of the skies. 

Dearly bought, the hidden treasure, 

Finer feelings can bestow ; 
Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure, 

Thrill the deepest notes of woe.** 

Note 7, page 96. 

' " The drooping garland decks the maiden grave.*' 

To those not acquainted with a custom prevalent in, I believe, 
every part of Ireland, except the North, I may mention, that it 
is usual when a young unmarried female dies, for her young 
maiden friends to attend her funeral, dressed in white, also bear- 
ing rods covered with white curled paper, and coronals of the 
same description interlaced with flowers, which, after the inter- 
ment takes place, are fastened perpendicularly on the surface of 
the grave ; and remaining there, sacred from all sacrilegious inter- 
ference, give a most mournful as also poetical appearance to the 
last home of the deceased. 

Note li page 109. 

To account for the overdoing in these verses, I may mention, 
that my object in their composition was, playfiiUy, to make the 
lady laugh at my friend, a near relative of my own, who designed 
to send them. I have very lately discovered, that he saw 
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through the ruse, and sent her the verses indeed — ^not copied in 
his own writing, but in the original, as handed him by me. 1 
thus got credit for attentions I never designed to pay, and for a 
deficiency of taste in composition^ which, however apparent, was 
certainly, in this instance, only assumed. 

Note 8, page 121. 

Should the Poem, with which this volume commences, be re- 
garded favorably, it will not be uninteresting to the reader to 
learn, that these lines comprise my first essay in verse of that 
kind. 

Note 9, page 127. 

" Tell me what this tumult means !" 

'^ What means this tumult in a vestal's veins." 

Pope, 



NOTES TO THE BARD. 



Note 1, page 157. 

" One hundred harps heave forth a hollow groan. " 

<' The harps of the bards, untouchedi sound mournful over the hill/' 

Temora^ Book 7. 

I did not designedly borrow this idea from Ossian ; nor am I 
certain, that I had read the book before the line was written — 
it is, however, a matter of no importance. 

Note 2, page 160. 

'* M<Hiarch, lo I the Mums weep." 

On reviewing my manuscript, these allusions to the heathen 
mythology were a stumbling block to me. I would be glad, that 
allusions more exclusively national were substituted for them. 
Hurry and other circumstances, however, did not permit me to 
alter the passage. Should this volume ever see a second edition, 
I shall probably settle them more to my mind. Taking into 
consideration, however, that the Romans had been masters of 
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Britain, at a period not very long antecedent, and that tbey car- 
ried their literature, more or less, with their arms— I think the al- 
lusions to their mythology, coming from the lip of a Welch bard 
at such an era, cannot, in strict criticism, be pronounced incon- 
sistent. 

Note 8, page 200. 

** The gliding poison throws him on the ground." 

A circumstance similar to this occurred in Dublin, at one of 
the state trials, about the period of the Rebellion of 1798 — Rev. 
Mr. Jackson, about to be sentenced to immediate execution for 
high treason, having died, convulsed, in the dock, from the effects 
of poison. It is left to the imagination of the reader — ^remem- 
bering that Camardine had avowed he had many confederates in 
the plot — to determine the where, the when, the how, he had re- 
ceived or taken the poison, which by its effects anticipated and 
also disappointed the hand of the executioner. 



THE END. 
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